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H O it be cTangerous to raife toa 
great an Expe£lation, efpccially 
in Works of this Nature, where 
we are to pleafe an unfatiable Au- 
dience, yet 'tis reaibnable to pre- 
po{Ie& ihem in favour of an Aa« 
thor 5 and therefore both the ^rolopie and Epi- 
lcgi$e inforni'd you^ that OEdipus ^as the mofl 
celebrated Piece of all Antiquity : That Sopbo^ 
cleSf not only the greatefl Wit, but one of the 
greateft Men in Athens^ made it for the Stage» 
at the publick Cofl ^ and that it had the Repu- 
tation of being his Mafter-piece, not only a- 
mongft the Seven of his which are Aill remain- 
ing, l)ut of the greater Number which are dc- 
rifh'd. AriftoHe has more than once admir'd it 
in his Book of Poetry 5 Horace has mentioned^ 
it 5 LuculluSy Julius Cefar^ and other noble Re- 
written on the fame Subjefl, the ' 
are wholly lofl y but Senecs^s.-^ is 



manSy have 
their Poems 

{till prcferv'd. In our own Age, CorneiUe has 

A % attempted^ 
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attempted it, and it appears by his Preface, 
witb groat Swxeft : Bat a judirioas Retder will 
eafily obferve, how much the Opy is inferior 
to the OriginaL He tells jou himfelf, that be 
owes a great part of hts Saccels to the happy 
Epilbde of l»efifus and TJirce ; which is the 
fame thing, as if we fhould acknowledge, that 
we are indebted for our good Fortune, to the 
Under-plot of jfdraftuSj Eurydice^ and Creon, 
The Truth is, he milerably niiled in the Cha- 
rafker of a Hero : If he deiired that OEdifui 
/hould be pined, he fhould have made him i 
better Man. lie forgot that Sophocles had takeo 
'care to fhew him in his firft JBntrance, a jafi, 
a merciful, a fucceisful, a religious Prince, and 
in fhort a Father of his Country : Inflead of 
thefe, he has drawn him fufpicious, defigniog, 
more anxious of keeping the Tibetan CrowDi 
than follicitous for the Safety of his People: 
JbeAor'd by Tbefeus^ contemn d by 2>irce^ and 
icarce maintaining a fecond Part in his own 
Tragedy. This was an Error in the firft Con- 
co£lion; and therefore never to be mended In 
the fecond or the third : He introduced a greater 
Hero than OEdifus himfelf $ for when T^bejem 
was once there, that Companion of Hercubs 
xnufl yield to none : The Poet was obliged to 
fomim him with Bufinefs, to make him an 
Equipage fuitable to his Dignity 5 and by fol- 
lowing him too dole, to lofe his other King of 
Srentford in the Croud. Seneca^ on the other 
fide, as if there were no fuch thing as Nature 
to be minded in a Play, is always running after 
pompous Expreffions, pointed Sentences, and 
philofophical Notions, more proper for the 
Study tnan the Stage: TheFrenchmanfollowed 

a 
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ft wrong Scent ^ and the R$9toan was abfoibfei f 
at col^ Hunting. All we could gatber out ov 
Cortieilley was, that an Epifbde muft be, bttt not 
his way : And Semea fuf^fy'd Ms wkk no neVir 
Hint, but only a ReUti«ut whkk be makes c£ 
his ^irejias raifing she Ob<i(l ofZajus^ iwhicki* 
here perfbrm!d in Tiew of' the Ah^^^^kcc ; «h^ 
lUtes and Ct»oafpk\t» fo &f bti, as be ^|;i«c4 
with Amiqultyy and theSLeligidwctftheOrdvifcir 
but he hin^icilt was behoklen wli&9mr^$ Ttrffiat 
in the Odyjjei for Tome of them ; and the reft 
have been collefted fcomHeliodore\Ethiopi^ues^ 
and Lucan^s Eri6iho. Sophocles indeed is ad- 
mirable every where $ and therefore we have 
followed as clofe as poflibly we cou'd : But thet 
Athenian Theatre (whether more perfeft than 
ours lis not now difpute^) had a Perfeftion &^ 
fering from ours, x ou fee there in every - A£l 2 
flngle Scene (or two at mofl) which manage 
the Bufinefs of th^ ^^7 \ and after that (ucceeds 
the C^or«/5, .which commonly t^kas up more 
Time in fin^ti^ than there has been 'employ'^ 
in (peaking: The princlDal Ferfon appears al- 
:^0K conftantly tbro^the Flay ^ but the- inferior 
Farts feldom above on^e in the whole Traget^;. 
The Condiid: of f^uf Stage is n»uch more dim* 
cult, where we are oblig*d never to lofe anjr 
confiderable Chara£lei: which we have once pre^ 
fenced. Cuftom likewife has obtained, that we 
muft form an Under Plot of fecond Perfons^ 
which muft be depending on the firll^ and their 
By-Walks muft be like thofe in a Labyiintb^ 
wtiichall of them lead into* the gre^ ^Parterre ^ 
or like fo many feveral Lodgirig-Oianrtbersv 
wbich have their Out-lets into tlie&me GaJlery* 
Perhaps^ aftea: all,, if we cou'd thdnk Co^ the 

A } antientt 
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aotiCDt Method, as 'tis the eafieft, is al£b the 
moft natural, and the beft .- For Variety, as 'tis 
manag'd, is too often fubjefl to breed Diftrac- 
tion) and while we wouldpleafe too many ways, 
fbr want of An in the Condu£l, we pleafe in 
txme. But we have eiven you more already than 
vas neceflaiy fer a Fre&ce j and fiv ought we 
know, may ^ia ao moto by our Inflmftions, 
than that politick Natioo is like to do, who have 
taught their Enemies to fight fo l<H)e, that at 
litft they aro in k Condidoo to invade them. 



PRO- 



PROLOGUR 

TITHE N Athens all the Grecian ^4/* did guuU^ 

jind Greece gave Laws to alt the World befidc, 
Th§n Sophocles with Socrates did fit 
Stifreme^ in Wifdom one, and one in^ Wit : 
And Wit from Wifdom iiger'd not in thofe. 
But as *twas fung in Ferfe, or f aid in .fro ft. 
Then OEdipus on crowned Theatres^ 
Hrew aU admiring Eyes and liftning Ears y 
The pleased SpeHator fflnuted every Line, 
The nobUft, manUeft, and the hefi Defign / 
Jind every Critick of each learned jige 
By thisjufl Model has reformed the Stage. 
Now, Jhould it fail, (as Heaven avert our Fear I) 
J>amn it in Silence, left the World flrould hear. 
For were it known this Poem did not pUafe, 
Ton might fet up for perfeSl Salvages : 
Tour Neighbours would not look on you as Men^ 
But think the Nation all tum*d Pi^s again. 
Faith as you manage Matters, 'tis not fit 
Tou fisouli fufpeSt your felves of too much Wit, 
Drive not the Jeft too far^ but /pare this Piece ; 
jind, for this once, be not more 'wife than Greece ; 
See twice / do not pell-mell to damning faU, 
Like true-born Britons, who ne*er think at all: 
Pray be advis*d ; and tho at Mons you won, 
On pointed Cannon do not always run. 
With feme refpeH to antient Wit proceed; 
Tou take the four fir ft Councils fir your Creed. 
But when you lay Tradition wholly by^ 
And on the private Spirit alone rely^ 
Tou turn Panatieks in your Poetry. 
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via 

Jf wtwUhfiand'mg aU that nuB can fay, J 

Tou meds will have y$ur Pinn'worths rf the PUy^ 
jind ctme refilv^d tP damn^ hecaufi ypu pay : 
Record it^ in mem$rial of the Fafl^ 
The firfl Play tury*d fince the Woollen A6f. 



i 
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lUH A T Sophocles could undertake alone, 
' Our Poets found a Work for more than ett$ \ 
And therefore two lay tugging at the Piece, 
With all their Force ^ to draw the pondrms Maf$ from 

Greece. 
A Weight that bent even SetktczU firong Mufe, 
And which Corneille*/ Shoulders did refufe^ 
So hard it is th* Athenian Barf to ftringj 
So much two Confuls yield to onejufi Ktng» 
Terror and Pity this whole Poemfway j 
The mightiefi Machines that can mount a Play* 
How heavy will thofe vulgar Souls be found. 
Whom twofuch Engines cannot move from Ground ? 
When Greece and Rome have fmil*d upon this Birthy 
Tbu can but damn for one poor Spot of Earths 
And when ^our Children find your J^udgmentsfucb, 
They*U fcorn thek Sires, attd wiflt themfelves bom Butch* 
Each haughty Poet will infer with Eafe, 
Sow much his Witmuft unaer^write to pkafe* 
Asfomeftrong Churl weuH brandifhing advance 
The monumental Sword that eonquer*J France ^ 
Si> you by juicing this^ your judgments teach . 
Thsts far you likcy that isy thus far you peach. 
Since then the Vote of full fwo thoufand, Tears 
Bos crown'd this Pht^ a^ 4k tie Diod are thirty 

Think 
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Think ft a Debt you fay, not Alms you give, 
^nd in your own Defence^ let this Play live. 
Think *em not •»4/«, token Sophocles is Jhown ; 
Toprtufe his Worthy they humbly doubt their own. 
Tet as weak States, each other's Pow*r ajfuroy 
Weak Poets by Conjunction are fecure : 
Their Treat is 'what your Palates relijh moft. 
Charm ! Song ! and Show ! a Murder and a Ghoft / 
We know not what you can defire or hofOy 
To fleafe you more, hut fuming of a Pope. 









Dra- 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Tht CurtMn rift) to 4 fiainth/t Tmnt, refrtftntmg tht 
fnftm Qmiitimsf Thebes: DtadBedUs mpptar at a 
difianc* M tht Birutt j famt faintly go tmtr tht Stag; 
oihtrt drop. 

Enter Alcander, Diode*, and Py racmon. 

eEihinks ne ftand oo Ruins ; Kature (hikei 
About lu ; and the univerfal Frame 
So looTe, chat it but iranis another Fafli 
To leap from ofF iis Hinges. 
Dio. No Sua to chear us, but a bloody Globe 
That roUi above, a bald and beamlefs Fire ; 
His Face o'er-grown with Scurf: The Sun's ficic roo ; 
Shortir fae'lt be on Earth. 

Pyr. Therefore the Seafoni 
Ije all confiis'd ■ and by the Heav'ns n^lefted, 
Foraet themfelves : Blind Winter meets (he Slimmer 
In his Mid-nay, and, feeing not bis Livery, 
Haj driv'o bim headlong back j And the raw Damps 
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Vith flaggy Wings fly heavily about, 
Statcef ing their peftilential Colds and Rheiitns 
Thro' all the lazy Air. 

Ale. Hence Murrain^ follow. 
Oh bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds : 
At laft« the Malady 

Crew more domeftick, and the faithflil Dog 
I>y*d at his Mailer's Feet. 

J>io. And next hh Mafter: * 
For all thofe Plagues which Earth and Air had brooded, 
Firil on inferior Creatures try'd their Force j 
And laft they feiz'd on Man. 

PyK And then a thouiand Deaths at once advanc'd. 
And every Dart took place \ all was fo fudden^ 
That fcarce a firit Man fell : one but began 
To wonder, and ftrait fiell a wondering too ; 
A third, who ftoop'd to raife his dying Friend, 
Drop'd in the pious Ad. Heard you that Groan \ 

Dto* A Troop of Ghofts took flight together there : 
Now Death's grown riotous, and Hill play no more 
For (ingle Stakes $ but Families and Tribes : 
How are we fure we breathe not now our lad. 
And that next Minute^ 
Our Bodies caft into fome common Pit 
Shall not be built upon, and overlaid 
By half a People ? 

Jik. There's a Chain of Caufes 
Link'd to FfFeds j invincible Neceflity, 
That whate'er is could not but fo have been 5 
That's my Security. 

Eater Creoa^ 

Crg. So had it need, when all our Streets lie cover'd 
With dead and dying Men« 
And Earth expofes Bodies on the Pavements 
More than (he hides in Graves ! 
Betwixt the Bride and Brid^room have I fecn 
The Huptial Torch do commoQ Offices 

Of 
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Of Marriage and of Death. 

Dh, Now OEdifus 
(If he return from Var« our other Plague) 
Will fcarce find half he left to grace hit Triumphs, 

Pyr. A feeble Pxan will be lung before him. 

Ale. He would do well to brine the Wives and Childreg 
Of conquer'd Argiam to renew his Tb$hs. 

Cr§. May Funerals meet him at the City Gates 
With tfieir detefted Omen. 

Di9» Of his Children. 

Cn. Nay, tho ihe be my Sifter, of his Wife.' 

Ale, Oh that our tM$s might once again bchoU 
A Monarch Thihan born ! 

Dio* We might have had one. 

Pyr. Yes, had the People pleas'd. 

Cri» Come ye*are my Friends ; 
The Queen« my Sifter, after LaJHs* Death, 
Fear'd to lie fingle; and fupply*d his Place 
With a young Succeflbr. 

Die. He much refembles 
Her former Husband too. 

Alc^ I always thought Co. (black LocksJ 

Pj/r. When twenty Winters more hare grizzl'd hi$ 
He will be a very Lajus. 

Cre, Sq he will. 
Mean dme (he ftands provided of a Lajtis 
More young and vigorous too, by twenty Springs.' 
Thefe W(nnen are fuch cunning Purveyors ! 
Mark where their Appetites have once been pleas*d. 
The fameRefemblance in a younger Lover 
Lies brooding in their Fancies the Tame Pleafiires, 
And urges their Remembrr<lce to deflre. 

Dio. Had Merit, not Ker Dotage, been coniider*d. 
Then Creon had been King \ but Oidifus 
A Stranger! . 

Cn. That Word Stranger, I confers. 
Sounds har(hly in my Ears. 

Dlo, We are your Creatures. 
The People prone, as in all general 111^ 
To fudden Cknge % the King in Wars abroad* 
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7*iie Queen a V^oman, weak and ttnregarded ! 
£urydice the Daughter of dead Lajus, 
A Princefs yonne and beafiteous, and unmarried. 
Methinks from thefe disyoimed Propodtioas 
Something might be produc'd. 

Cfe. The Gods have done 
Their part, by fending this commocKous Plague s 
But Oh thftPrincefs ! her hard Heart is fhut 
By Adamantine Locks againft my Loye« 

Ale Your Claim to her is ftrong } you are betrotfa*d. 
Pyr. True ! in her Nonage. 
uilc. But that Lottos removM. 
Die. 1 heard the Prince of Ar^ds, your Adraftms, 
When he was Hoftage here 

Cr$. Oh name him. not ! the Bane of all my Hopes ^ 
That hot'brainM, headlong Varriour, has the Charms 
Of Youth, and fomewhat of a lucky Rafhnefs, 
To pleafe a Woman yet more Fool than he. 
That thoughtlefs Sex is caught by outward Form 
And empty. Noife, and loves it felf in Man. 

jAc, But (itice the War broke out about our Frontiers, 
He's now a Foe to Thehes ! 

Crt, But is not fo to her \ fee (he appears ; 
Once more I'll prove my Fortune: you tndnuate 
Kind Thoughts of me into the Multitude ; 
Lay load upon the Courts gull *em with Freedom ; 
And yoU' {hall fee *em tofs their Tails, and gad. 
As if the Breieze had dung 'em. 
Dio: We'll about it. 

lExemrt Alcander, DiocleSi Pyracmon. 

Enur Eurydice. 

Cn. Hail, Royal Maid ; thou bright Euryd^ce ! 
A lavi(h Planet reignM when thou wert born. 
And made thee of fuch Kindred Mould to Heav'n, 
Thou feemft mOre Heaven's than ours. 

Eur. Caft round your Eyes ; < 
Where late the Streets were fo tluck fown with Men, 
Like Cadtfms* ^xQod they )uftled for the Paflage^ I 

Now ' 
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Now look for thofe ere^M) Heads, and fee ^ent 
Like Pebbles paving ail our publicfc VTays. 
When you liare choi^lit on this, anfwer me thi^ 
If thefe be Hours of CourtQiip. 

Cre, Yes, they are ; 
For when the Gods deftroy fo faft, 'tis time 
We fhou'd renew the Race. 

Eur, What, in the midft of Horror I 
Cre. Why not then > 
There's the more need of Comfort. 
Eur» lmpi6us Cre&n / 

Cre, Unjuft Eurydtce ! can you accufe me 
Of Love, which is Heaven's Precept, and not fear 
That Vengeance, which you fay purfucs our Crime% 
Should reach your Perjuries \ 

Eur. Still the old Argument* 
I bad you caft your Eyes on other Men, 
Now caft 'em on your felf : think what yoH are.. 
Cre, A Man. 
Eur. A Man ! 

Cre. Why doubt you > Tm a Man. 
Eur. *Tis well you tell me fo, I fhould miftake yoa 
For any oditr part o* th*. whole Creation, 
Rather than think you Man : hence from my fight> 
Thou Poifon to my Eyes. 

Ore. 'Twas you firft poifon'd mfne j and yet mcthink* 
My Face and Perfon ihon*d not ip^ke you fport. 

Eur. You force me, by your Importunities, 
To fhew you what you are. 

Cre. A Prince who loves you : 
And fince your Pride provokes me, worth your Love^ 
Ev'n at his higheft Value. 

Eur. Love for thee I 
Why Love renounc'd thee ere thou faw*ft the Light r: 
Nature Tier felf ftart back when thou wert born. 
And cry*d, ,ihe Work's not mine ■ 

The Midwf^ ftood agaft ; and when (he (aw 
Thy Mountain Back, and thy diftorted Legs, 
Thy Face it felf. 

Half minted with the Royal Stamp of Man> * 

\ B a- A-ikB 

I 
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And half oVrcome with Beaft, ftood doabdiig long 
WhofcJ Right in thee were more : 
And knew not, W to bom thee in the names^ 
Were not the holier Work. 

Ov. Am I to blame, if Nature threw my Bodj 
In (b penrerfe a Monkl } Yet when (he caft 
Her envions Hand upon mr fnpple Joints^ 
Unable to refift, and rmnpled *em 
On heaps in their dark Lodging, to revenge 
Her bnnsled Work, (he ftamp'd my Mind more (air 
And as from Chaos^ huddled and de(brmM» 
The Gods (track Fire, and lighted up their Lamps 
That beautify the Sky, fo (he infbrmM 
This ill-(bap'd Body with a darling Soul % 
And making le(s than Man, (he made me more. 

Eur. No, thou*rt all one Error} Soul and Body; 
The fir(t young Trial of fbme unskiU'd PowV, 
Hude in the making Art, an Ape of J^ave* 
Thy crooked Mind within hunch'd out thy Back^ 
And wandred in thy Limbs: To* thy own Rind 
Make Love, if thou canft find it in the World $ 
And feek not from our Sex to raife an Off*-fpring, 
Which mingled with the reft, would tempt the Gods 
To* cut oflT human Rind. 

Crt* No, let *em leave 
The Arpan Prince for you : that Enemy 
Of ThAu has made you falfe, and break the Vows 
You made to me. 

Eur* They were my Mother's Vows, 
Made when 1 was at Nurfe. 

Ov. But hear me. Maid ; 
This Blot of Nature, this deformM loath *d Crtm^ 
Is Maftef of a Sword, to reach the Blood 
Of vour youn^ Minion, fpoil the Gpds fine Work, 
And (lab you m his Heart. 

£«r. This when thou docft. 
Then mayft thou ftill be curft with loving me : 
And, as thou art, be ftill unpitied, loath'd ; 
And let his Ghoft— — No, let his Ghofl: have reft \ 
Buf let the greateft* fierceft, (ouleft Fury, 

Let. 



OE 7) I TV S. ly 

I^t Creon haunt htmrelf* [^Exh Eufydice. 

Cre, Tis true, I am 
What file has told me» an OfFetice to fight : - 
My Body opens inward to my SouI> . 
And lets in Day to make my Vices fetn 
By all difcerning £yes» but the blind Vulgar* 
I mnft hafte, ere Oed^tts return^ 
To fnatch the Crown and her $ for I ftill lore^ 
But love with Malice : as an angry Cur 
Snarls while he feeds, fo will I feize and ftauncb 
The hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty^ ^ 
And leave the Scraps for Slaves. . , 

Enur Tirefias> Uamng on a Staf, andUd ky ins DoMgh^ 

or Manto. . ' 

What makes this blind prophetick Fool abroad^ 

Woa*d his ApoUo had him, he's too holy 

For Earth and me ; 1*11 ihun his walk^ and feek 

My popular Friends. {JExii Creon^ 

7Vr« A little farther, yet a little farther : 
Thou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 
Condud my weary Scepu ; and thou who feefl: 
For me and for thy felf^ beware thou tread not 
With impious Steps upon dead Corps — — New ftaf 
Methinks I draw more open> vital Air. 
^ Where are we?. 

Manto, Under Coven of a Wall : 
The moft frequented once,^ and noify part 
Of ThehiSj now Midnight Silence reigns e*en hcre^ 
And Grafs untrodden fprings beneath our Feet. 

Tir. If there be nigh this Place a Sunny Baukik 
There let me reik a while x A Stinnv Bank i 
Alas, how can it be where no Sun mines \ 
fiat a dim winking Taper in the Skies, 
That nods, and fcarce hojds up its droufy Head 
To glimmer ihro* the Damps. 

[^ Noifo 'within^ VoUoWy Follow, loUaw ; ji 
Creon^ A Creon, A Creon I 
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Hark ! a tumultuous Noife, and Cri0n*n Name 
Thrice echoM. 

Manto^ Fly, the Tempeft dri?ef this way. 

Ttn Whither can Age and Blindaefs take their flight \ 
If I could flv, what cmild I fuffer worfe > 
Secure of lli i [Nfiifi dgMh^^ Creoa^ Cttbn, Creon ^ 



Entir CreoB, Diodes, Akaadcr, PyracmoB, f^ru}*d 

• • 

Cm I thank ye, Coontrymen % but nuft rtfbfe 
The Honours you intend me^ theyVe too great; 
And I am too unworthy : think again. 
And make a bttter Choice. 

I Cit. Think twice ! I ne'er thought twice in all my 
life : That's double Work. 

% Cit. My firft Word n^kfwjt my fecond ; and there- 
fore I'll have no iecond Wora $ aiul therefbre once a- 
gainlfay, xCntn, 

AlL A Cnon, a Ct9cn, a Creon. 

Crt» Yet hear me, Fellow-Citizens. 

J>io. Fellow- Citizens! there was a Word of Rindnefs. 

'Mc. When did OEdipm falnte you by that Bimiliar 

I 0>. Never, never | he was too proud. (Name ? 

Crf . Indeed he could not, for he was a Stranger : 
But under him our Thehts is half deftrovM. 
Jorbid it Heav*n the refidue Chould perifh 
Under a Thehan born. 

'Tis true, the Gods might fend this Plague among you^ 
Becaufe a Stranger rul'd. But what oF that ? 
Can I redrefs it now ! 

3 Ci>. Yes, you or not»e, 
'Tis certain that the Gods are angry with us, 
Becaufe he reigns. 

Cri. OEdlfus may return, you may be rmn'd. 

I Cit. Nay if that be the matter, we are ruin*d already. 

a dtk Half of us that are here prefent^ were Kving Men 

but yeilerday $ and we that are abiem do but drop and 

' drop, and no Man knows whether he be dtad or living. 

And 
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And therefore, while we are (buod and well, let us Gaiffj 
our Consciences, and make a new King. 

3 Ch, Ha, if we were but worthy to fee another Corona^ 
tlon ! And then, if we mtift die, we*il go merrily togetker. 

Ml. To the QaeftiiMi, to the Quemon. 

Bh, Are you cojucat erwn A^vM bt yoor ICiog > 

^IL A Creon, zOrteny a ^ttm. 

Tir, Hear me, ye Jfo^fif : And ihoa Crtf^^hearne. 

1 Ch. V^ho's that would be heard ? We*ll hi^ariioMan: 
W^ can fcarce hear one another, 

Tir. I charge you by the <jods to hear me* 

z Cit. Oh \isjifo^H Prieft ; we mnft bear htm : 'Tis 

the old blind Prophet that fees all ^ing«. 

3 Ciu He comes ffora the Qods too 5 and they are our 

Betters : Aod therefore in good Manners we muft hear 

him. Speak Prophet. 

2 Cit. For coming from the Gods, that's no ereat mat* 
ter } they can ail fay tkit : But he*s a great Scholar, be 
can make Almanacks an he were put to*ts and therefore 
1 (ay hear him. 

Ttr. When angry Hetv'nfcatiers its Plagues among you. 
Is it for nought, ye Thehans ? Are the Gods 
Unjuft in punifhing > Are there no Crimes 
Which pull this Vengeance down ? 

1 ch. Yes, yes, no doubt there ire Anne Sins ftirring, 
that are the Caii(<rof all. 

' 3 Ch. Yes there are Sins, or we (hould have no Taxes. 

2 Ch. For my part, I can fpeafe tt with a fafe Con- 
Arience, I ne'er fin'd in all my Life; 

1 Ch. Nor U 

3 Ch. Kor K 

2 Ch. Then We are all jufttfied : The Sin Kes not at 

our Doors. 

T/r. All juftified alike, and yet all guilty. 
Were every Man*s Falfe-dealing brought to light 5 
His Envy, M«Kce> Lying, Perjuries, 
His Weijg^ts mi Meafures, th' other Man*s Extortions^ 
With whati?ace cp^ you tell offended Heat'n^ 
You had not fin'd > 

2 C/^ 
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z CU^ Nay, if thefe be Sins, the cafe is alter'd : For 
my part, 1 never thought any thing but Murder had been 
a Sin. 

rir. And yet, as if all thefe were lefs than nothings 
You add Rebellion to *eai. Impious TMans ! 
Have you not fworn before the Gods^ to ferve 
And to obey this OEd'tputy your King, 
By publick Voice eleded > Anfwer me^ 
Ii this be true. 

2 Cit. This is true : But it's a hard Vorld^ Neighbours, 
If a Man's Oath muft be his Mafttr. 

Ort. Speak D'mUs : All goes wrong. 

2>J0. How are you Traitors, Countrymen of Thehis .' 
This holy Sir, who prefles you with Oaths, 
Forgets your firft. Vere you not fworn before 
To LaJMs, and his Blood ? 

jiU. We were, we were, 

Dto. While Lajus has a lawful Succeflbr, 
Your firft Oath (till muft bind : Etirydiu 
Is Heir to Lajus ; let her marry Crton : 
Offended Heav'n will never be appeas'd. 
While OEdifus pollutes the Throne of LaJHS, 
A Stranger to his Blood. 

AU. Well no OEdifusy no OEdtfmu 

1 Ciu He puts the Prophet in a Moufe-hole. 

2 Cit, I knew it would be fb : the laftMan ever fpeaks 
the beft Reafbn. 

7/r. Can Benefits thus die \ Ungrateful Tbihans ! 
Remember yet, when, after Lajus* Death, 
The Monfter S^hynx laid your rich Country wafte. 
Your Vineyards fpoil'd, your labouring Oxen flew ; 
Your felves, for fear, mewM up within your Walls $ 
She, taller than your Gates, o'er-look'd your Town : 
But when (he rais'd her Bulk to fail above you. 
She drove the Air around her like a Whirl-wind, 
And (haded all beneath } till ftoop ing down. 
She clap*d her Leathern-Wing againft your TowVs, 
And thruft out her long Neck, ev*n to your Doorsw 

Dh. Ate. Pyr. We'll hear no more. 
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Tir. You durft not meet in Temple, 
T' invoke the Gods for Aid } the proudeft he 
Who leads vou now, then crow'd like a dar'd Lark : 
This Oeon iliook for fear. 
The Blood of Lajus cruddled in his Veins ; 
Till OEdifus arrived, • 

Call'd by his own high Courage, and the Gods ; 
Himfclt to you a God : Ye offcr'd him 
Your Queen and Crown (but what was then jour CrownO 
And Heav'n authoriz*d it by his Succefs. 
Speak then. Who is your lawful King > 

uilL *TisOEdipus* 

tir. *Tis OEdtfus, your King more lawful 
Than yet you dream ; for fomething ftill there \it$ 
In Heaven's dark Volume, which 1 read thro' Mifts : 
Tis great, prodigious ; 'tis a dreadful Birth 
Of wondrous Fate ; and now, juft now difdofing. 
I fee, 1 fee how teifrible it dawns ! 
And my Soul .fickens with it. 

I Cr/. How the God ihakes him ! (Triumph ! 

Tir. He comes ! he comes ! Vi£tory ! Conqueft ! 
But i oh ! Guiltlefs and Guilty ! Murder ! Parricide ! 
Inceft ! Difcovery ! Punilhment— — 'tis ended. 
And all your Sufferings o'er. 

A Trumftt within : Enter Haemon* 

Koxr. Roufe up, ye Ththans ; tune yo«r /# Pdsnf^ 
Your King returns : The Argiam are overcome } 
Their wanike Prince in (Ingle Combat taken. 
And led in Bands by god like OEdifus / 

ML OEd'tpuSy OEdipus, OEdifus ! 

Creon. Furies confound his Fortune !•— \Afidt to *im» 
Hafte, all hafte. 

And meet withBleflings our victorious King: 
Decree Proceffions ; bid new Holy Days ; 
Crown all the Statues of our Gods with Garlands { 
And raife a Brazen Column, thus infcrib'd, « 
To OEdipus, WW twice a Conqueror^ Deliverer ef his 
Truft me,. I weep for Joy to fee this Day. (Thebes. 

Tir. 
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Ttr. Yes, Hcav'n knows how thou weep*ft : 
Country-men, 
And, as you us'd to fupph'cate your Gods, 
So meet your King, with Bays and Olive-branches : 
Bow down, and touch his Knees, and beg from him 
An End of all your Woes ; for only he 
Can give it you. [Exit Tireflas, th$ People following* 

Enter OEdipus in Triumph ; AdraHus Prifoner 5 

Dymasj Train. 

Creon, All hail, great OEdipus i 
Thou mighty Conqueror, hail ; welcome to Thehs, 
To thy own Thebes^ to all that's left of Thebes, 
For half thy Citizens are fwept away, 
• And wanting to thy Triumphs ; 
And we, the happy Remnant, only live 
To welcome thee, and dit, 

Oed, Thus Pleafure never comes (inccre to Kfan, 
But lent by Heav*n, upon hard Ufury ; 
And while Jov^ holds us out the Bowl of Joy» 
Ere it can reach our Lips, *cis da(h*d with Gall 
By fome Left-handed God. O mournful Trionaph t 
O Conqueft gain*d abroad, and loft at home ! 
O Argos^ now rejoice, for Thebes lies low ; 
Thy flaughter'd Sons now fmile, and think they wofr. 
When they can count more Theban Ghofts than theirs* 

Adr, No 5 Argos mourns with Thebes j you tempered fo 
Your Courage while you fought, that Mercy feem'd 
The manlier Virtue, and much more prevatl'd* 
While Argos is a People, think you Thebes 
Can never want for Subje^^s : Every Nation 
Will croud to ferve where OEdipus commands. 

Creon to mm. How mean it (news, to fawn upon the 
Vidor ! 

Hdm. Had you beheld him fight, you had faid otberwift: 
Come, 'tis brave Bearing in him not to envy 
Superior Virtue. 

Qed. This, indeed, isConqueft, 
To gain a Friend like you. Why were we Foes \ 

Mr* 
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Adr. *Canre we were Kings^ and ca<:h difdainM an 
I fought to have it in my Power to do (Equal* 

What thou doft done 5 and Co to ufe my Conqaeft, 
To Ihew thee Honour was my only Motive. 
Know this, that were my Army at the Gatc9, 
And Thehs thus wafte» I would not take the Gift, 
Whichj like a Toy drop'd from the Hands of Fortune, 
Lay for the next Chance-comer* 

Oed. Emhracihg. No more Captive^ 
But Brother of the War : *Tis much more pleafantf 
And fafer, truft me« thus to meet thy Love ; 
Than when hard Gauntlets clench*d our warlike Hands, 
And kept *em from fbft Ufe. 
Adr. My Conqueror ! 

Oed. My Friend ! That other Name keeps Enmity alive. 
But longer to detain thee were a Crime 
To Love, and to Eurydfce go free : 
Such Welcome as a ruin'd Town can give, 
£xpe£k from me \ the reft let her fupply* 

Adr. I go without a BluQi, tho conquer'd twice \ 
By you, and by my Princefs. *^Exit Adraftus. 

Creon Afide. Then I am conquered thrice j by 0£« 
dipi^St 
And her, and even by him, the Slave of both. 
Gods, I am beholden to you for making me your 

Image : 
Would 1 could make you mine, [^^'' Creon. 

Enttr the People tvhh Branches in their Hands holding 
them up^ and kneeling : TtJoo Priefts before them. 

Oed* Alas my People ! 
What means this fpcechlefs Sorrow, downcaft Eyes, 
And lifted Hands > If there be one among you, 
Whom Grief has left a Tongue, fpeak for the reft. 

1 Prt. O Father of thy Country ! ' , 

To thee thefe Knees are bent, thcfe Eyes are lifted. 

As to a vifible Divinity ; 

A Prince, on whom Heav'n fafely might repofc 

the Buflncfs of Mankind : For Providence 

Might 
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Might on thy Bofom fleep feciire. 

And leave her Task to thee. 

But Where's the Glory of thy former Afts \ 

£v*n that's deftroy'd when none (hall live to fpeak it. 

Millions of Subjeds (halt thou have, but mute : 

A People of the Dead ^ a crouded Defart : 

A Midnight-filence at the Noon of Day. 

Otd. Oh ! were our Gods as ready with their Pity, 
As 1 with mine, this Prefcnce (hould be throngM 
With all I left alive } and my (ad Eyes - 

Not fearch in vain for Friends, whofc pronuVd Sight 
Flattcr'd my Toils of War, 

1 Pr'u Twice our Deliverer ! 
Oed. Nor are now your Vows 

Addrefs'd to one who fleeps : 

When this unwelcome News firft reach'd my Ears, 

Dymas was fent to Delfhcs, to enquire 

The Caufe and Cure of this contagious 111 ; 

And is this Day returned : but fince his Meflagc 

Concerns the Publick, I refused to hear \u 

But in this general Prefence : let him fpeak. 

Dyw. A dreadful Anfwer from the hallow'd Urn, 
And facred Tripos did the Prieftefs give, 
la thefe myfterious Words : 

The Oracle. Shed in a curfed Hmr^ by curfed Hand, 
Bhod^R-oyal H»reveng*dy has cursed the Land : 
when Laius' Death is expiated well. 
Tour Plague Jhall ceafe : the reft let Lajus tell. 

Oed. Dreadful indeed ! Blood, and a King's Blood too ! 
And fuch a King, and by his SubjeAs (bed ! 
(Elfe, by this'Curfe on Thebes I) No wonder then 
If Monfters, Wars, and Plagues revenge fuch Crimes. 
If Heav'n be juft, its whole Artillery 
AUxnuft be empty 'd on us: not one Bolt 
Shall err from Thebes, but more be call*d for, more ! 
New-moulded Thunder of a larger Size, 
Driven by whole "^ove. What ! touch anointed Pow*r I 
Then Gods beware; f^wtf would himCelf be next^ 
Cou*d you but reach hun too. 

2 9rt* yfft mourn the fad Remembrance. 

Oed. 



Oed. Well yoanaajr.^.i * { - 
VTorfe than^aiPlague U1&&70U: YeVe detot^ 
To Mother Earth, and- to th' Infernal PowVs : 
Hell has a IBLight id you : I thank you Gods« 
That I am no TMmb bom : How my Blood cniddles ! 
As iftVis Curfe touch'd me I And toiKh*d me nearer « ' 

TiiatiSAt this Pteffince ! Yes^ *tisa Kiiig*s Bloody / 

And I» 4 King, am ty*d in deeper Bonds i .. 

To expiate tras Blood : But where, from whom. 

Or how mud I atone it ? Tell me, Thebans^ 

How LaJHs fell ; for a confu$*d Report 

Pafs'd thro* my Ears^ when firft I took the Crown ; 

But full orbunry, like a Morning Dreaxa, 

It vanidiM in the Butin^fs of thp Day. 

1 Pru He went in private forth, but thinly follow'd. 
And ne'er r€tu«n^d to TMes» 

Qed. Nor any from him \ Came there no Attendant \ 
No^ to bring News \ 

2 Pr'h But one, and he £0 wounded. 

He fcarce drew Breath to fpeak foone few faint Word?; 

Oed. What were they 1! Something may be learnt from 
thencev 

I P^ri. He fjtid a Band ^f Robbers watchM their Pa0age; 
Who took A^lyantage oif^ narrow Way, 
To murder Lajus and the reft ; himfelF 
Left top fbr dead. 

Oed* Ma^e ypu np Enquiry, . 
But took this bar^ Relation > 

2Prl* 'Twjis n^efted : 
For then the Monfter^^i&y»x began to rage» 
And prefent Cares foo^ buried the remote s 
So was it hufh'd, and .neter finco reviv'd. 

0#^« Mark, Tkekatu* mark ! 
Jiift then the Sphynx began to rage among you, 
The Gods took hold ey'n of th' ofFeivliwg Minute, 
And dated thence your Woes : thence will I trace 'em. . 

J Prl. 'Tis luft thou fliouldft. . 

Oed, Hear then this dread Imprecation, hear it ; 
*Tis laid on all,' not any one exempt : 
Bear witncfs, Heav'n, avenge it on the Perjured. 

C If 
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If any Thehan born, if any Stranger *' 

.Reveal this Murdci^ or pt«dac«i iff Jiittfaor;^ 
Ten Aftick Talents be his '}vA^ Rarard : 
3uc if for Fear, forFavouv, orfor Hire^ 
Tbe Mttodec he coaceal^ the Cutft afi^ihisi 
>FaU heavy on bisMwid: Unite owMflgaes^ ' ' > 
Ye, Godfi^ and place. 'eqytkere-: From «FheatKiWflM^ 
Converfe, and aAl things coinm0n» bo'he baaiik'di 
But for. the Murderer 's- f elf^ unfound by Man, - 
Find him, ye Pow*rrCeleftial and Infernal/ 
And the dime Fate^ or worfe than Lajus^ raet^ 
Let be his Lot $ his Children be acoirsVl $ 
His Wifo and Kfodcbi, a»l of his be. cwiM. 

Enter Jocafta Mtmded b^ Wbmaf^: 

'^oc. At your Devotions ! Heaven fiicceedyoor Vi^% 
And bring th*£ft'eft of thele yonr pious Pray Vs 
,Onyoa> and me^ and^alL 

PrL Avert this Omen» Htav-tt ! 

Oid. O fatal Sound ! unfortunate Jocafl4! 
iBThat had: thou (M ! aiv ill Hour haft thou chofen ^ 
tpor thofe fore-boding Vordi « Why, wew^re cnr^hg. 

Joe. Then may that Curie fall onijr where you kid if. 

Oed* ^peak no moro $ 
^or all thou (ay 'ft is ominous i we were cuffing^ 
.And that dire. Imprecation haft thon^fiiAehM 
.On Tbehes, and thee, and mc^, and ^ of us, 

Jee. Are then my BteflSngi tura'dfntoa Gurft-? 
,0 unkind Oedifi$9 ! My fmatt Lord 
Thought me his Bleffing $ be thou like my tajies^ 

Oed. What, yet again-! the third time hafttbott««rft 
This Imprecation was for Lajtti* Death^ (me } 

And tliou haft wiflt*d me like him. 

Joe* Horror fei^s me ! 

Oed. Why doft thou gaze upon me I Pnthee^ Love, 
Take off thy £ye^ it bwdens me too much* 

jfee. The more- 1 look, the oMMrel find of £4r;iil .* 
HisSpeech, bis Garb^ Im's AAkm^ nay, his Fiowu ; 

QPot 



{Fpr I h^i^c feen it) but Ae'«r beat on lae. 

Of//, Arc we fb alike \ 

^oc* In all things hw hir Love. 
, jQ^A I love theeiQM e : So well I love« ^ords cann^ 

(fpeak how Well. 
Ko pious Son e*er lovM his Mother more. 
Than I my dear Jocaftn. 

3#c I love yoa too 
The felf-fame way :^ And when you chid, methought 
A Mother's Love nart up in your Defence, 
And bid mr nojr be: angry :.' be not you : 
For I love LaJHs ftfll as Wives fliou*d love 1 
But you more tenderly^ as part of me : 
^hnd^ when i have you in my Arms, -methinks, 
llullmyfhildjifieep. ' 

Oed. Then we are bleft'4 *• ' 
And all thefe Curfes fweep along the Skies, 
Like triiipiy CIoucl;, but drq'p not on Qur Heads* 

Joe. 1-nave riot joy'd an HoUrtince you departed*. 
For publick Miferies and for private Fears j 
But:chis blefs'd Meeting h«s o^er-pay*d 'em all. - 

^kiod Foimne^ that comes feldom, comes more welcome. 
All I can wilh for now, is your Confent 
To make wy Brother happy, 

Oed. iHow, Jocatfta ? - * 

• Sf'*^*' ^"Marriage with his N»ece ffmryi/Ve. 

Oed. Uncle and Niece ! -they are too near, my Love j 
•Tisjtoo like Inceft i 't4rf Offence to Kind : 
Had I not pi<omf«*d, s^er-e there no Adraftus, 
No Choice but Cnon left her of Mankind, 
Thiey fbouM not marry. Speak no more of it. 
The Thdaght di(hirbs me. 

^oc. Heaven can 'never 'bleff 
A Vow To' broken, which I made tOrO*f#i> ; 
Kemember he's my Brother. 

Oed. That's the Bar, 
And flie thy Daughter : Katuve would abh^ 
To be forced back again upon herlelf. 
And, like a ISThtrl pool, fwallow her own StP6a«if; 

J^. <Be<aoc diTpleas^d, ill «iove «h« S^is w^m^^ 
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And cof e Vfhh Gods, why all this ftorin ofNAiure > 

Why do the Rocks fplit, and why rolls the Sea ! 

Why thefe Portents in Heav*ki, ami Plagues on l&arth'^ 

Why yon Gigantick Pornis^ ethereal Monfters } 

AUi ! is all this but to fright the Dwarfs 

Whidi your own Hands'^have made } then be trfti» 

Or if the Fates refolve fome £x.piatio]» 

Yjr murder'd LaJMs^ hear me, hear me, Oods ! 

Hear me thus.proArate : Spare this groanine Laod^t 

Save innocent Thebes, ftop the Tynmt.Dcatn i 

po this, and lo I ftand up an Oblation 

To meet your fWifteft and fevered Anger ;. 

Shoot all at once; andtlrike me to the Centre*. 

[Th€ Cloud draws that vetted the H$adi rftJk ^ 
^ures in the Skjy and Jhews 'em crewtt^d^ witbt 
the Names </ONedipus>4»<^]o«aAa'tc^/Ms^«vr 
in great Characters of Geld*. 

^Adr. Either I dream^ and all my cooler Sen/ca 
Are vani(h*d with that Cloud that fleets away \ 
Or jifft above tliofe twd majeftick Heads, 
I fee, I readdi(klni^y in largeOold, 
0£i^«aQd Joe^fi^. 

Ah, I read the fame.. 

Adn *Tis wonderful 3 yet ought not Man (p wade 
Too. far ao'^e vail deep of DefHny; 

iThunder, and.theJftod^ies tx^ifljh^ 

jfac* Mf Lord, my 0£dffusy,y9hj gaze you now, 
Vheir the wllok Heav'h u dear, as if Wie Gdds 
Had iome ntw llonfters made ! will you ^o^tBtHj^ . 
And; bfefs Tour tt^pt^ wlio devour ea^b ':Word 
Yonbiseathe I '' 

OiA h ftalt^ be fb. 
Tea, I wilf die, Q Thahet^ to fave thee I 
Draw Iromny Heart mf Blood wjth more Content 
Thaa e-er I wore thy Ot>W0» Yet, O Joeajla f 
Sy all th' indearments of mteaculous Love, 
% altottr LaoguiihingSy. our t'eara jn Pleanre,. 
Vhicb oft have made ui wander > here^I (wear 
ikk tby filr JfHssa^ Bpot» iby Breaff I fwear 
1 c^moa eallta ntad^ from buddtiig Chifiifiockl 

1R> 



To blooming Youth, z Crime bv me committed^ 
For which the awful Godf'fliottid doom my Deadw 

Joe. 'Tis not tou, my Lord, 
But he who raurder'dL4/M» free» |he Land r 
Were you^ which is tmpoffible, the Maa^ 
Perhaps my Ponyard fim Ihould drink youfBloOJ; 
But you are innocent, as your Jocafiti^ 
From Crimes, like thofe. This made. me violent 
To fave your Life, which youunittft wotdd kfe^ 
Nor caa you comprehend with deepcft XboUj^t 
The horrid Agony you caft me in^ 
When you. sdoWVi Jto,ilie» 

CW. la^tpoffible^ 

Jh. Abk? wh^Hart yottfo} ^er^fiPnittg Griefs 
Who iaw her Chikire n ibiighter'd a]l at once,. 
Vat doll tOf miiict methinks I Siould.haveiiudr 

?y fiofom bare agaiiiti the atmed Gad, 
o fave iiiy Oedipus* 

OiA. ' I pray, no more. 

2^#. YouWe (ilencM ifte, my Ijdrdl 

Oid. Pardon, me, dtzt jH^fid ; 
Pardon .a Heart that fmks with Safferii^,. 
And can but vent it felT in Sobs and Murmurs r 
Yet to reftore my Peace^ 111 find him out^ 
Yety yes,, you Gods T you fhall have ample Vcngelnce 
Oi\ Ljjms* Murderer.. Oh, theTraitor^s Name ! 
1*11 know it, I wilt I Art flxall be coo)ur*4 fer it,. 
And Nature all unraveNv 

^pe. Sacred Sir< 

Ord. 
Tho 

Tho Rocks (hould hide him j nay, be Ihall be, dragg^ 
Itom HelL if Charms can hurry him along,. 
His Ghoft fhall be by fage Tirffia'sft>^*t 
iTsnfias^ that roles alFbeneith the Moon) 
Confined to Ilefh, tofuffcr Death once nijore; 
And theoi be pluag*d iiv bis firfti-ires ^^itu 




Enter Creon. 

Cn. My Lord, 
Tirif/iidf attends your Pleafurc. 

0$d^ .Hafte, and bring him in. 
O my yocafta, Eurydkiy Adrafius^ 
Cr$on, and all ye 'Thebans, now the end 
Of Plagues, of Madnefs^ Murders, ProdideS| 
Draws on : this Battel of the Heay*ns ana Earth 
Shall by his Wifdom be reducM to Peace. 

Enter Tirefias leaning on a Staff, led hy his Drntghter 
M^nxOy fiUew*d by other Thebans. 

O thou, whofe moft afpiring Mind 

Knows all the Bufinefs of the Courts above. 

Opens the Clofets of the Gods, and dares 

To mix with ^ove himfelf and Fate at Council i . 

Prophet, anfwer me, declare aloud , 
The Traitor, who confpir'd the Death of Ldjui.: ^ \ 
Or be they more, who from malignant Stars 

Have drawn this Plague that blaf^s unhappy T/r/^f/, ^ 

Ttr, We muft no more, than Pate commidions us. 
To Cell i yet fomething, and of moment, I'll unfold^ 
If that the God would wake s 1 feel htm now. 
Like a ftrong Spirit chafm'd into a Tree, ' ^ 

That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Wind ; '\ 
The rouzM God, as all this while he lay 
Intomb*d alive, darts and dilates himfelf: , 

He ftrug^les, and he tears my aged Trunk 
With holy Furv, my old Arteries burft ; 
My flbrivel'd Skin ' '" 

Like Parchment crackles at the hallowed Fire 5 

1 (hall be young again. Manto^ my Daughter, ' | 
Thou haft a Voice that might have fav^cTthe Bard 

Of Thrace^ and forcM the raging Bacchanals, 

With lifted Prongs, to liften to thy Airs : ' ' * 

O charm this God, this Fury in my Bofoi^, . 

Lull him with tuntful Kotcs, and artful Strings, 

With 
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■With pow'rful Strains; AtMta, my lovely Child,' ' 
Sooth the untuly Godhead to be mild. 

SONG toAfcUok 

♦ 

PHocbus, God Ulov'dhy Mtn\ 
At thy 4awn^ every Beaft Is roHsCd in his Den^ * 

Jit thyfetting, aU the Birds of thy Ahfence com^latn. 

And we die, all die till the Morning comes agMin. 
. . Pbgebus, God Mov'd hy Men^ 

Idol <(f the Eaftern Kings^ 

Awfnl as the God who flings * 

His Thunder round, and the Lightning wings j 

God of Songs and Orphean Stringty 

Who to this mortal Bofom hrinp 

All harmonious heavenly Things, 

Thy drowfy Prophet to revive^ 

Ten tbom/knd theufand Forms hefero inm drive ; 
. " With Chariots and Horfet all o'fire mwake hkn^ / ' 

Convnlfionh 4nd Fttr'tes^ and Propheeks fiako hkn i 

Lot him tell it in Groans^ tho he tend with the Load, 

Tb0 he hurfi with the weight of tho terrible God. 

Thr. The Wretch who flied the filood oF old Lahdoi^ 
lives, and is great \ {tides. 

But cruel Gc<athei5 ne*er was long : 
The firft oF Lajm' Blood his Lite did feize, 
^Afitf wrgM his Fatei .. 
Which elffS had lading been and ftrong* 
The ,WreUh, who Lajus kiU'd, mud bleed, or fty, 
Ot Thebes conFum*d with Plagues in Ruin lie. 

Oed* The firft of La^ttj!* Blood ! pronounce the Pf ribn i 
May.theQfid'ibar lirom.^chT prophetick Mouth, 
That ev*n the Dej^ . may ftart^up to behold s 
Name him, I hj, that moft accurfod Wjstch, 
For by< the Stftis he diet s 
.Speak, I command thee ; 
JBfr.P^ff^iWrpeali! For Fudddn Death's his.Doom s 
Here Bull iM.fil^ bk«l oa tbin very fpdt ; 
.- : \ Hi* 
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Hit Name, I charge thee ougc more, ^ak. 

Tir. Tis loft, 
Like what we think can never (hun Hemembrance ^ 
Yet of a fudden's gone beyond the Clouds. 

Oed, Fetch ia Bom thence ; rU-have-t, where-'er it be. 

Cri» Let me idtreat you» facred Sir, be calm. 
And Creon (hall pomt out the great OlFeader. 
*Tia irue* Fe(pe& of Nature migbt enyotn 
My Silence at another time } but Ob, 
Much more ihe Pbw'c of my eternal Love ! (ti y 
That, that fhould ftrik^me dumb : Yet ri&«^«j,TOyCoun- 
111 break thro* all, to fuccpar thee, poor City. 
O^ I muft fpeak. 

0«^ Speak -then, if cAight thou. kaow^ft : 
As much thou feem^ft to know, delay no longer* 

Cri. O Beauty ! O itii^rious Ro^al Maid \ 
To whom my Vows were ever paia till now* 
And with fuch modeft> chade, and pure Aii^ion, 
The f ^eft t^fOniih migitt fcttd *ein wifhont >blu&ing ) 
Art thflttihe Musdrefs thea of wretditti ^iMJus f 
And.l^ . mnft I accufe thee P ,0. my 'Tears ! 
mhj flilVvymi &iL in To .^bjior*^ ^ <^aufe ! 
But that thy beauteous, \barbaroii8 Hand deftroy*^ 
Thy Father (O monftrous A£^!) both Gods 
And Men jat OHM take notice, 

»Of>/. Eutydice ! : » ^ 

Eftr. Traitor, go on ; I ic0rR>'thy littleMaHee^ 
-And knowiqg.moieany perfe^lntiodence 
Than Gods and Men, then how much more th^m fbee. 
Who art their oppofite, acid fbrmM a Lyar \ * 

I thus^difiiain thee t thou once didift talk of OLote| 
Becaufe I hate^ tliy Love« ^tkni 'doft aociife mt^ 

Mr. VtHatn, ingkiriioMs VIHmi 
And Traitor, doible daaBaMyHyho^ Jaift -falai^Aemf 
The fpotl^s Virtue of f the: hdfj»A ^Beauty | 
Thou dy*ft t «or fiiallthe iKsed MayeAy 
That guards thisPlace» preTervcthee ftoai wyfRijgai 

(Onnvf m»d imotmdtfhm* 

O^. IMfarm lem ha$k :■ fmot^ It(baU make >youlhi««r 
That I can taaie rai iwfco. CtaMiLicioi Un. 

Mr. 
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1 mliS adcnowled^in -sTflother Caiife 
Repentance might abaih me; but I glorjr 
la this, aod fmne ta fee the Traitor's fiiood. 
Oedt Cmrn ybtt ffaati be Atisfied at full. 
Cr$. Mf Httrt t$ nothing, Sir^ but I appeal 
To wife Tirefias, if my Accci(ation 
Be not mod true» The ficft of Lajm* Blood 
Gave hhn his Death. Is there a Prince before her > 
Then Ike is fanklef^ and I ask hes Pardon. 
And may this'^ood ne*er ceafe to drop, O tMh I 
If pity of thy Sufferings did- not move me 
To (hew the Cure, which Heav*n xx felf pefcrsbM*. 
£«fr. Yes, ' thdfons^ I will dfe to fave your lives^ 
More willii^ly than you can wifli my Fate^ 
But let this Good, tkrs Viie, this' Hoi v Man 
Pronounce my Sentence : For to fall by him. 
By the vile Breath of that prodfffions Villain, 
Would fink my Soul, tho 1 fhouU die a Martyr, 

Adr. Unhand me, Slaves. O mightieft of Kii^i^ 
See at yow Fiftet a Brmce not us'd to kneel \ 
Touch nor KitfjUUy by alt the Gods, 
As you woold'fave voor Tbttis^ but take my life: 
Fknr'flKMiTd'lh^ perift^ Heaven would heap Plagues oiv 
Rain Sulphur down, hurl kindled Bolta (Pl^^Mt, 

Upon your g^ty H^ads. 

Crs • Yott turn to Gallaatry what is but }uMce» 
Prdof will be «a(y maile: Adi^dJhisyfU 
The Robbev> wbo bereft th* snhappy Kif^ 
Ot lA^i becatiTe he flatty had denyM 
To makefo-poora PHncehis Son-in-law : 
Therefore *mere fit that both fiiould peri1h» 
I Th^. BoA, let both die. 
M. Thh B<btb, both j let "cm dfe. 
Oed. Hence yott wild Herd ! fbr your Ring-leader her^ 
He (hall be made an Example. Hoemon, uke him. 
I tM. Meccyi O Mercv ? 
Otd. MutiRf m my Prefence ! 
Hence, let me fee thiai bfify Bace no more. 

Tir, 
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ZVr. ThebanSf what Madtt«(» makes you 4niQk with 
Enough of guilty Death's already aded: (^S^ ^ 

fierce Creon has accus'd Eurydlce, 
With Prince Adraflui ; Which the God reproves 
By inward Checks^ and leaves their Fate in doubt. 

Oed. Therefore inftrad %s what rexuaihs to4o. 
Or fuffer ; for i feel a Sleep 1ik« Death 
Upon me^ and I iigh to be at reft; 

7/>« Since that the PowVs Divine refufe to clear 
The mymick Deed« 1*11 to the Grove of Furies $ 
Jhere 1 can force th' infernal Gods to ihew 
Their horrid Forms ; 
Each trembling Ghoft Ihall rife. 
And leave their griily King without a Waiter: 
For Princ« Adrajtus and Eurydice^ 
My Life's cngag'd, 1*11 guard 'ena in the Fane, 
Till the dark Myfterie^ of Hell are done. 
Eollow me, Princefs 5 Thebans^ all to Reft, 

Oedipus^ to morrow but no more. 
If that thy wakeful Genius will permit. 
Indulge thy £rain this Night with fofter Slumben : 
To-morrow,'0 to-nwrrow!— Sleep, my Son, 
And in pi^ophetick Dreams thy Fate be {hown. 

^ ' / lEx. TireC Adraft. Euryd. Manto, Thebaw. 

- A 

\ 

> Manent Oed. Jocaft. Creon, Pyrac. Haus, Akan. 

Oed. T6 bed, my fair, my dear, .my .bcft jKafia. " 
After the Toils of V^ar, *tis. wondrous ftran^e 
Our Loves fhould thus be dafli*d. One Moment's thought. 
And ril approach the Arms of my: beloved* 

Jac. Confutee whole Years in Care, fo now and then 

1 may have leave to feed my familh!d Eyes 
With one (hort pafOng Glance, and fish my Vows: 
This and no more, my Lord, is all the Paflion 
Of languifhing Jocajia. lExit* 

Oed. Thoufofieft, fwccteft of the V^^orld, goodKight ! 
Nay, (he is beauteous too 5 yet, mighty Love ! 
I never oiFer'd to obey thy Laws, 
fiut an unufual Chilnefs came upon me ; 

An 
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An unknown Hand ftill checkM my forward Joy, 
Da(h*d me with Bl^fties, tho no Light was near ; 
That ev'n the A£b became a Violation. 

Pyr* He's ftrangely thoughtful. 

Oed. Hark ! who was that \ Ha J Creon^ didd thou call ' 

Cn, Not I, my gracious Lord, nor any here, (me? . 

Oid, That^sd range! methought I heard a doleful Voice 
Cry'd Oedipus'^ 'The Prophet bad me fleep ; 
He talkM of Dreams and Vidons, and to morrow ! 
I'll niiufe no more on't, come what will or can. 
My Thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars ; 
And .with thofe Thoughts I'll refl ; Creon, good Night. 

[Ex. with HxxUt' 

Cre, Sleep feal your Eyes, Sir, eternal Sleep. 
But if he muft fleep and wake <igain, O all 
Tormenting Dreams, wild Horrors of the Nightj 
And Hags of Fancy wing him thro* the Air : 
From Precipices hurKhim headlong down : 
Charybdis roar, and Death be fet l)efore him. 

Ale. Your Curfes have already ta'en efFcft % 
For be looks very fad. 

Ore. May. he be rpoted, where he (lands, for ever > 
His Eye- Balls never move. Brows be unbent. 
His Blood, his Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowels^ 
Be blacker than the Place I wifh him. Hell. 

Pyr, No more : You tear your felf, but vex not himJ" 
Methinks 'twere brave this Night to force the Temple, 
While blind Tirefias conjures up the Fiends, 
And pafs the Time with nice Eurydice, 

Ale. Try Promifes and ^Threats, and if all fail. 
Since Hell's broke loofe, why Ihould not you be mad \ 
Ravilh, and leave her dead with her Adraftus, 

Ore, Were the Globe mine, I'd give a Province hourly 
For fuch another Thought. Lufl and Revenge ! 
To dab at once the only Man I hate. 
And to enpy the Woman whom I love ! 
I ask no more of my aufpicious Stars, 
The reft as Fortune pleafe : fo but this Night 
She play me fair, why let her turn for ever* 

D Enm^ 
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Eiuer Hxmon, 

HAtn. My Lord* the troubled King is gone to reft^ 
Yet, "ert he ' Jlept, commanded me to clear ' * 
The Anti'Chambiers : None muft dare be near him.- 

O-f . Hjtmon, do your Duty ^' tTdunden 

And we obey-^The Night grows yet more dreadful l 

•Tis juft that all retire to their "Devotions ; 

The Gods are angry t But to morrow's dawn. 

If Prophets do not lye, will make slU clear. [As they go off 

psdtpus eniers, lualkmg ajfiip in his Shirt, with a Dag^^ 
gir in his tight ISana^, and a 'Taper in his Left. 

Oei. O, my Jccafia ! ^u$ for Ms the wet 
Starv*d Soldier lies all Itlght on the cold Ground $ 
For this he bears the Storms 
Of Winter Camps, and freezes in his Arms : 
To be thus circled, to be thus embrac'd 3 
That I could hold thee ever !■ ha ! where art thou { 
What means this melancholy Light, that feems 
The Gloom of glowing Embers > 
The Curtail^ s drawn j and fee (he's here again ! 
^ocafla ? Ha ! what, fallen afleep To foon ? 
How fares my Love ? this Taper wilf inform me. 
Ha! Lightning blaft me. Thunder 
fUvet me ever to Prometheus* Rock, 
Aind Vultures gnaw out my inceftuous Hearty 
By all the Gods ! my Mother Merofe 




thy 
Or is't a Change of Death > by all my Honours^ 
Kew Murder ; thou halt fflain old Polylus : 
Inceft and Parricide, "thy Father's Murderer ! 
Out thou infernal Flame : Now all is dark. 
All blind and difmal : Mod triumphant Mifchief 1 
ilLnd aoW} white thus 1 ftalk abput the Room, 
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I challenge Fate to fiodra^othtr Wretch < 

Enter Jocafta, attended with Lights, in a Night Gown^ 

Oed. Nighty Horroo Death* Conftifi<m,HeQaad Furies ! 
Where am I ? Q ^ofaftay.ltt me hold tbee: 
, Thus to my Bofp;n» . Ag^ let me grafp thee : 
All th^t the hardeft tempelrM weather'd Flefli^ 
With fierc^ huinaA Spirit iiafpisM, cati dare 
Or do, I dgre.; But, Q you Pow!r5^ this wat> 
By infinite Degrees too much for Man, 
Iviethinks tyiy deafenM Ears . , 
Are burft 3 .my Eyes,, as if they had been knock'd 
By fome tempefluous |iand, (hoot fiafliing Fire» 
That Sleep fhould do this ! : 

Joe. Then my Fears Were true, 
Methpugbt 1 heard a Voice, and yet I doubted^ 
Now roaring like the Ocean, whea^e Wind» 
Fight with the Waves; now in. a ftill fmall Tons 
Your dyitig Accents fell, as wrecking Ships, 
After tb^ .dreadful Yell, fink murmuring down>. 
And bubble up a Noife. 

Oed. Truft me, thou faircft, beflr of all thy Kind, 
None ere in Dreams was tOrtur'd (b before $ 
Yet what moft fhocks the Nicenefs of my Temper, 
Ev*n far beyond the killing of my Father, 
And my own Death, is, that this horrid Sleep 
Dafh'd my ^ck Fancy wnh an Ad of Inceft : 
I dreamt^ Jocafta^ that thou wert my Mother; 
Which, tho impofCble, ib damps my Spirits, 
That I cou*4 do a Mifchief on my felfl 
Lefl: I ihduld deep, and dream the like againt 

J^c, .0 QFdipus, top well I underftand.you ! 
I know the Wrath of Heav'tt^ the Care of Thebes,. 
The Cries ot its Inhabhanls, War's* Toils, 
Andthoufand other. Labours of the State, 
Are all refer'd to you, and ought to take you 
7?or e?er from Jccafia. 

D z Oed. 
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Otd. Life of my Life, and Treafure of my Soul I 
Heav'n knows I love thee. 

Joe. Oh ! you think me vile. 
And of an Inclination fo ignoble. 
That I muft hide me from your Eyes for ever. 
Be witnefs, Gods, and ftrike Jocafta dead. 
If an immodcft Thought^ or low Deiire 
Inf)am*d my Breaft, fince firft our Loves were lighted* 

fKnieling, 

Ofd, Ob, rife -, and add not, by thy cruel Kindneff, 
"A Grief more fenfible than all my Torments. 
Thou think'ft my Dreams arc forg'd: but, by thy fclf^ 
The greateft Oath I fwear, they are mod true. 
But be they what they will, I her.e difmifs.*em.* 
Be gone Ch'/mera^s, to your Mother Clouds ; 
Is there a Fault in us > have we not fearch'd 
The Womb of Heav'n, examrnM all the Entrails 
Of Birds and Beafls, and tir*d the Prophet's Art \ 
Yet what avails > he, and the Gods together, 
Seeni,- like Phyficians, at a lofs to help us : 
Therefore, like Wretches that haye linger*d long, 
We*ll fnatch the ftroogeft Cordial of our Love* 
To bed, my Fair. 

Ghoft 'within, Oedipus! 

Oed. Ha ! Who calls > 
Didft thou not hear a Voice } 

Joe. Alas! Idid. 

Ghofl. Jocafta ! 

Joe, O my Love, my Lord, fupport me ! 

Oed, Call louder, till you burft your airy Forms { 
Red on my Hand. Thus arm'd with Innocence, 
I'ii face thefe babbling Demons of the Air ^ 
In fpite of Ghofts, 1*11 on. * 
Tho round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms^ 
1*11 break 'ein, with Jocafla in my Arms j 
ClafpM in the Folds of Love, Til wait my Doom ; 
And a£k my Joys, tho Thunder Ibakc the Room. [^xtmt. 

ACT 
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ACT III SCENE L 

SCENE, A dark Grove;. 
Enter Creon and Diodes.. 

Cn. ^ "T^ I S better not to be^ than be unhappy. • 

X I>io, What mean you by. thefe Wordt^}! 

Cre. 'Tis better not to be, than to be Creon,. 
A thinking Soul is Punifhment enough ; 
But when *tfs g^eat, h'ke mine» and wretched toa>, 
Then every Thought draws Bloodv 

D'lo, You are not wretched... 

Crt. I am J my Soul's iU nurried to my Bddy.. 
X would be young» be handfome, b^ belov'd $ 
Cou*d I but breathe my felf into Adrafim^ ■ "^ . 

J>\o* You rave 'y, call home your Thoughts. 

Cre^ I prithee let my Soul take air a while.f 
Were fhe m 0^^;//y/, I were a King} 
Then I had kill*d a Moniler, gain'd a Battel, 
And had my Rival Fri&*ner s hrave^ hiave A^on< t^ 
Why have not I done thefe.? 

D/V. Your Fortune hinder'd» 
> Cre^ There's it : I have a Soul to ^. 'em all j 
But Fortune will have nothing done that's, great, , , 
But by young, handfome Fools ; Body and Brsiwa^ 
•Do all her Worlu Hercules was a FooJ,, 
A^d ftrait grew famous j a mad boiftenous Fi>6l 5. 
Kay worfe, a Woniail!s Fool, . 
Fool ^s the Stuff of which Hcav'n. makes a. Hero*. 

Bid, AiSfld-pent ne'-er becomes a..£[ying,Di!agQn^. 
Till he has eat a Serpent. 

Qrf. Goes it there ! 
2 imdecilaAd thee^ I muft kiT Adtafiuf^^ 
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Dio. Or not enjoy your Miftrcfs $ 
Eurydice and he are Prisoners here, 
Sut wiii xK>t long be fo s this TeQ-tale Gfaoft 
Perhaps will clear *em both* 

Cre. Well, 'tis refolvU 

Dfo, The Yriocefs walks this wiy } 
You miiu not meet her, 
^Till this be done. 

Cre. I mud. 

Dh.^ She hates your Sight ; • 
, And more, flnce you accus*d her. 

Cre. Urge it not. 
I cannot ftay to tell thee my Defiga f 
For file's too near. 

Enter Eotydice. 

]Bow, Madam, were your Thot^hts employed \ 

Eur. On Death and thee. 

Cre. Then were they not well forted : Life and me 
Had been the better Match. 

Eur. No 5 1 was thinking 
On two the moft detefted things in Nature 5 
'And they are Death and thee. 

Cre. The thought of Death, to one neat Death is 
Oh, *tis a fearful thing to be no more, (dreadful t 

Or if to be, to wander after Death 5 
To walk> as Spirits do, in Brakes aH Day ; 
And when^ the Darknefs comes, to glide in ^ths 
That lead to Graves ; and in the filent Vault, 
Where lies your own pale Shrowd, to hover o'er ft^ 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps 5 
And often, often, vainly^ breathe your Ghoft 
Into your lifelefs Lips : 
Then, like a loncj benighted Traveller, 
Shut out from Lodging, fiiall your Groans be anfwet*d ' 
By whiftling Winds, whoft every Blaft will Diakc 
Your tender Form to Atoms. 

Eur. Mud I be this thin JBeing i and thus wander t 
1^0 Quiet ^aftet i>cath ? 

' "• '■" " " . Crii 
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Cre. None : You luufl: leave 
This beauteous Body $ all tin's YoUth and Freflinefs 
Muft be no more the Obyed of Defire, 
But a cold Lumb of Clay ; 
Which t^en your difcontentcd Qhoft will Icaye^ 
And loath its former Lodging. . 
This is the bfeft of what comes after Death>, 
Ev'n to the beft. 

Eur. What then Ihall be thy Lot ? 
Eternal Torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur $ 
Viciflltudes of Tirts^ and then of Frofts ; 
And an old Guardian fiend, ugly as thou art. 
To hollow in thy Ears at every Lafh, 
This for Eurydice^ thefe for her Adrafiufi 

Cre, For her Adraftus f 

Eur, Yes j for her Adraftus : 
For Death ihall ne*er divide us. Death ! VPhat*s DMtb > 

Dio, You feem*d to fear it. 

Eur, But I more fear Crto'n : 
To take that hunch^backM Mond^r in my Arms (. 
Th* Excrefcence of a Mam 

jDw. to Crf See what you*Ve gained. 

Eur. Death only can be <hreadful to the Bad : 
To Innocence, *tis like a Bug-bear, dxeCs'd 
To frighten Children : Full but off his Mafqtie, 
And he*ll appear a Fribnd; 

Cre, You talk too fHghtly,' • " 

Of Death and Hell. Let me inform you better<» 

Eur. Y<Ju bciVcan teU'rhe News of your own Country; 

Die, Nay, now you are too (harp* 

Eur. Can I be ic lo one.^ "who has acciis'd me 
.Of Murder, and of Parricide I ■ 

Cre. Yotrprovok'd me. 
And yet 1 only dU\ thus far accufe yoo. 
As next of Blood to Lajus : Be advis*dj 
And you may live. ., 

Eur. The Means > ' ' 

Cre. 'Tis ofFerM you }' . . 

The Fool Adraflas has accus^ himfelf. 

Sht. He has indeed^ to take the Qiiilt fbom mtl 

^ --- ' - - - — ■' -- cr^;. 
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Cre. He fays, he loves you i if he doef» 'tis wriT; 
He ne'er cou'd prove it in a better time. 

Eur, Then Death tnuft be his Recompence for Loyck 

Cri. 'Tis a Foors juft Reward : 
The WiCt caii make a better Ufe of Life; 
But 'tis the young Man's Plea(ure>. his Ambition :■ 
I grudge him not that Favour.. 

Eur. When he's dead. 
Where Oiail I -find his £qual } 

Cre. Every where. 
Pine empty things like him. 
The Court fwarms with 'em. 

Fine fighting things ; in Camps they are fo common^ 
Crows feed on nothing elfe.. Plenty of Fools ; 
A Glut of 'em in Thebes. 

And Fortune ftill takes care, they fliou'd be feen ; 
She places *em aloft, o'th* topmoft Spoke 
Of all her Wheel. Fools are the daily Work. 
Of Nature ; her Vocation : If fhe form 
A Man, (he lofes by't ; 'tis too expeniive ; 
,*Twou'd make ten Fools : A Man*s a Prodigy* 

Eur. That is^ a Ctmmu O thou bbck Detrador^ 
Who fpitt'fl thy^ Venom againii Gods and Man ! 
Thou Enemy of Eyes ! 

Thou who lov'fL nothing, but what nothing loves j 
And that's thy felf ! who haft confpir'd againft 
yt^ Lift and Fame, to make me loath'd by all. 
And only fit fbrlhee. 

But for Adraftus* Death, good Gods ! his Death !. 
What Curfe (hall I invent > 

D/V. No more % he*s here^- 
• Eur. He (hall be ever here. 
He wou'd gire^his Life, give up his Fam e . ■■■ 

Enter Adraftus. 

If all the Excellence of Womankind . 

Were mine ;r No, 'tis too little all f6r Mm^. 

Were L made up of endlefs^ endlefs Jop 
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Adr. And Co thou art. 
The Man who loves like me, 
Wou'd think, ev'n Infamy, the worft of Ills, 
Were cheaply purchas'd, were thy Love the Prize : 
Uncrown'd, a Captive, nothing left but Honour, 
•Tis the laft thing a Prince fhould throw away } 
But when the Storm grows loud, and threatens Love> 
Throw ev'n that over-board^ for Love's the Jewel, 
And laft it muft be kept. 

Cr$. to Dtfi» Work him, be fure. 
To Rage^ he's paiBonate: 
Make him th* Aggreflfor.- 

Dio. O ftilfe Love ! Falfe Honour ! 

Cre. biflembled both, and falfe ! 

Adr» Dar'ft thou fay thus to me ^ 

Crg. To ypu ♦ Why, what are you, that I fliould fear 
I am not Lajus : Hear me, Prince of Argos ^ (yon 2 
You give what's nothing, when you give your Honour > 
•Tis gone ; 'tis loft in BatteU ^ For your Love, 
Vows made in Wine are not fo falfe as that s 
You kill'd Ker Father ; you confcfs'd you did : (tcr \ 
A mighty Argument to prove your Paflion to the Baugh* 

Adr. Afidf. Gods ! Muft I be^r this Brand, and not re- 
The Lye to his foul Throat ! (tort 

D/V. Bafely you kill'd him- 

Adr. Apde. Oh, I burn inward 5 my Blood*s all .©'fire 1 
Alcldts when the poifon'd Shirt fat clofeft. 
Had b^t an Ague-fit to this my Fever. 
Yet, for EHrydicey ev'n this I'll fuffcr. 
To fre\my Love Well then, I kill'd him bafely. 

Cre» wirly I'm fure you cou'd nt>u 

Bio, NoK^alone. 

Cre. You h'j^ your Fellow-Threves about you. Prince ; 
They conquer'o^ and you kill'd 

,Adr. Afide, Dowft, fwclling Heart! 
•Tis for the Princcfa allr-*— O my Eurydke f — [To her* 

Eur. to him. Reproach nor thus the Weaknefs of my 

As if I could no( bear a Ihameful Death, (Sex, 

Rather than fee you burdened with a Crime, 

Of which I know you firc^e. 

* Cre^ 
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' Cn. You do ill. Madam, 
To let your head-long Love triulnph o'er Mature. 
Pare you defend your Father's Marderec \ 
Eur, You know he kill'd him not. 
Cre, J-ct him fay Co. 
Df^« See, he ftands mute. 

O-f, bh Pow'r of Confcicnce ev'n in wicked Xfen I 
It works, it flings, it will not let him utter 
One Syltahle, one, no, not to clear himfelf 
Trom the moft bafe, detcfted, horrid A£t 
That e^er cou*d ftain a Yillatn, not a Pi iiKc*^ 
jUr. Ha ! Villain ! 
I>i<f. Eccho tphim^ Graves :. Cry Villain. i 

Adr. Let me condder : Did I murder Lajus \ 

Thus like a Villain > . * 

Cre* Beft revoke your Words, 
And fay, you kill'd him not.* 

jidr. Kot like a Villain i Prithee change me that^ 
lor any other Lye. . 
jyh. No, Villain, Villahx. 

Cre. You killM him not ! Proclaim your Innocence^ 
Accufe the Princefs : So I knew 'twou'd be. 
Jdr, I thank the^, thou inftrU^*ft me : 
Ko matter how I kill'd him. ^ 

Cre. A fide* Cool*d again. 

Eur. Thou who ufurp'ft the facred" Name of Coni 
Did not thy own declare him Innocent > (fcience,, 

To me declare him fo ; the King fhall know it. 
Cn. You will not be Ijeliev'd, for Til forfwear it. 
Eur. What*)? now thy Confcience > 
Cre. 'Tis ray Slave, my Drudge, my fupple Glove |, 
My upper Garment, to put on, throw oif, 
As I think beft : *TJs my obedient Confdence. 
Adr. Infamous Wretch ! 

Cre. My Confdence ffaall not d& mof the ill 0£ce 
To fiive a Rival*$ Life : When thon art'^dead„ 
(As dead thou (halt be, or be yet more bafe. 
Than thou think*ft me, 
By forfeiting her Life, to favc thy own i) 
1610W this, and let it grate thy very Sottl^ 

ShoL 
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She fhall be mine 5 ((he is, if Vows were biinKng j) 
Mark me 5 the Fruit of all thy Faith and Paffionj ' 
Ev'n of thy foolifh Death, fliaU all be mine. 

uidr. Thine, fay 'ft thpu, Monfter ? 
Shall my Love be thine ? 
Oh, I can bear no more ! 
Thy cunning Engines have with Labour rai$*d 
My heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 
To fall, and crufh fhee dead. 

:See here thy Nuptials 5 fee, thou rafh Ixhn, IDraws^ 
Thy promised Juno vanifh'd in a Cloud , 
And in her Room avenging Thunder rolls. 
To blaft thee thu s Come both-»«i» 

Cre. 'Tis what 1 wi(h*d : [Both draw. 

Kow fee whofe Arm can launch tht Cirer Bok^ 
And who's the better Jove ■ IFt^ht* 

Eur. Help j^ Murder 5 help ! 

£nter Hsmon ^nd Guards, run hetvixs thm,, and beat 

down their Swords. 

Ham. Hold, hold your impious Hands : I think ihe 
Furies, 
To whom this<3rovc is hallo wM, have infpirM you : 
How, by my Soul, the holieft Earth of Thebes 
You have profanM with War. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
Grows here, but what is fed with Magick Juice j 
All full of lluman Souls, that cleave their Barks, 
To dance at^dnight, by the Moon's pale Beam$ : 
At leaft two hundred Years thefe reverend Shades 
Have known- no Blood,, but of black Sheep and Oxen, 
Shed by the Prieft*s,owii Hand, to Projerpine. 

Adr, Forgive a Stranger's Ignorance : 1 knew not 
The Honours of the Place. 

H4i». ThouO^i^v, didft. 
Not OEdifuf^ were aU his foes here lodg'd^ • 
Durft violate the Religion pf thefe Grqvcs,^^ 
To touch one (Ingle Hair ; bnt muft;, ;ttns|j(m'4» . 
Part, as in Truce, or furlilv av9i4 
What iBOft he long'd to kill 
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Cre. I drew not firft j 
But in my own Defence. 

Adr. I was povok*d. 
Beyond Man's Patience : All, Reproach cou*d urge. 
Was cis*d, to kindle.one not apt to bear. 

H£m» *Tis OEdipus, not I, muft judge tliis A&: 
Lord Crton, you and Diodes retire ) 
Tirtfiasy and the Brotherhood ot Priefts, 
Approach the Place : None at thefe Rites adift. 
But you th* accus*d ; who by the Mouth of Lajas, 
Muft be abfolv'd, or doom*d. 

Adr. I bear ray Fortune. 

Eun And I provoke my Trial 

H£nK 'Tis at hand : 
For fee the Prophet conies with Vervain crowh*d ; 
The Priefts with Yew } a venerable Band : 
We leave you to the Gods. 

[Exit Haem. with Cre. and Dio. 

Enter Tirefias, led hy Manto: The Priefts follow \ all 
clothed in long black Habits,, 

* , 

T;fr. Approach, ye Lovers 5 
Ill-fated Pair ! whom feeing not, I know : 
This Day your kindly Stars in Heav*n were joinM : 
When (lo !} an envious Planet interposed. 
And threaten'd both with Death. I fear, I fear. 

E/^r» Is there no God fo much a Friend to Love, 
Who can controul the Malice of our Fate ^ 
Are they all deaf > Or have the Giants Hcav'n I 

Tir. The Gods are juft 

But how can Finite meafure Infinite \ 

Reafon ! alas, it docs not know it felf ! 

Yet Man, vain Man, wou*d with this (hort>lin*d Plummet^ 

Fathom the vaft Abyfs of Heav'nly Jufticc. 

Whatever is, is in its Caufes juft. 

Since all things are by Fate. But purblind Man 

Sees but a part o' th' Chain, the neareft Links i 

His Eyes not carrying to th^t equal Beam i 

That poizes all above* 

3 Bur 
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Eur. Then we mud die ! 

Ttr. The Danger's imminent this D2y« 

Adr. Why then there's one Day lefs for Human Vis^ 
And who would moan himfelf for fuffering that, 
Which in ^ Day mud pafs \ Something, or nothing—^ 
i Iliall be what I was again^ before 
I was Adraftm 

Penurious Heav'n ! Canft thou not add a Night 
To our one Day > Give me a Night with her. 
And I'll give all the reft. 

Tir. She broke her Vow 

> 't, 

Firft made to Creon, But the Tithe caHs on ; ** 

And Lajus* Death muft now be made more gfAi'iij 
How loth I am to have recourfe to Rites ' " , 

So full of Horror, that I once rejoice *. 

1 want the Ufe of Sight ! ■ " *' 

I Pr. The Ceremonies ftay. 

Tir. Chufe the darkeft part o* th' Grove, 
Such as Ghofts at Noon day love. "^ 

Dig a Tiench, and dig it nigh 
Where the Bones of Lajus lie ? 
Altars rais'd, of Turf or Stone, 
Will th* infernal Pow'rs have none. 
Anfwer me, if this be done \ 

All Pr, 'Tis done. 

T/V. Is the Sacrifice made fit 5 
Draw her backward to the Pit s .• 

Draw the barren Heifer back, ' 
Barren let her be, and black ; 
Cut the curled Hair that groWs 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows : 
And turn ypur Faces from the Sun. 
Anfwer m^, if this be done > 

All Pr. 'Tis done. 

T'tr. Pour in Blood, and Blood like Wine/ 
To Mother Earth, and Proferpne : 
Mingle Milk into the Stream j ' 

Feaft the Ghofts that love the Steam ; 
Snatch a Brand from Funeral-pile ; 
Tofs it in to make 'em boil : 
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And turn your Faces from thfc Sun* 
Anfwer me, if all be don^ 3 
AU Pr, KM IS done. 

Peatff ThunStr^ andPlaJhes of ligifnimg; tU» ffdAVh 

ing below the Stage. 

Manto. O wliat Laments are tho^c } 

T$r. The Groans of GhoHs, that cleaye the Earth With 
Pain; 
And heave it up> they pant and flick half way. 

IThe Stage *mhoUy darkned. 

lianto. And now a Hidden Darkncfs covers aH 
The genuine Kfght: Kight added to the Groves ^ 
The Fogs are bk>wn ftill in the Face of Heav*n« 

Ttr. Am I but half oScyM ? Infernal Gods, 
Muft you have Muiick too > then tune your Voices^ 
And let 'em have (uch Sounds as Hell ne*er heard, 
Since Orfhe»s brib'd the Shades. iMnpck^ 

SONG. 

I . Hear ye fulU^ Powers b^w i 

Hear, ye Taskers ^f'tbe dead', 
z. Tou that boiling Cauldrons BUw, 

Ton that fcum the moke» Lead ; 
3. You that finch with red hot Tongs i^ 
z. Tou that drive the trembimg PS* fit 

Of poor y poor Ghofts, 

With your fhanen^d Prmgs ; 
i. rou that thrujt *m eff the brim j 
5. Tou that pl^ge *em when they f^ifHt \ 
X. Till they dovm i 

Till they g^ 

On a row 

JDown, down, dotun. 

Ten thoufand thoufand^ thoufand f4thms hwl 
PiOrus. Tdl they down, &c. 
I, Mupck for a *iohiU 

^all your Cures beguile : 



Vftondrlng hovj your Pains were eMS*d, 

2. jind difddinmg to he pkaSdl 

3 . Till Alefto free the de4d 
Trom thsir eternal Bands \ 

Till the Snakes drop from her Utad, 
jind whip from out her Han^s. 
I. Com^ «w^j( 
Do not fiajy 
But obey 
PVhile we play. 

For HeWs broke uf^ and Qhofis have Boly-day*' 
Chprzis, pow awa^f dcc0 

[A Pladi of Lightning: t1i€ Stage is made bright^ and 
the Ghofc are fecn fading betwixt the Trees. 

I. Lajus f 2. Lajus! 3. Lajus f 
I. Hear ! 2. Hear J 5. Hear ! 
Tir. Hear and appear : 

By the' Fates that ff'un thy thread ; 
Cho, Which are three* 
Tir. "By the Furies fierce artd dread j 
Cho. Which are three. 
Tir. By the fudges of the dead i 
Cho, Which are three. 

three times three. 
Tir. By HelVs bke Flame 5 

By the Stygian Lake ^ 
And by DenjogorgoiiV Nam^^ 

At which Ghofis quake. 
Hear and appear, 

m 

t * 

\The Ghoft of Lajus rtfes arm*d in his Chariot, as hi 
was Jlain. And behind his Chariot fit the three who 
were mwrdefd wkh him* 

Ghofi. Why: hait thoii 4rdw.ii me from my Paint b^owj 

To fuflfcr worfe above 5 to fee the Day, 

And Thebes more hate.d > Hell h Heav'n to Thdes* 

For Pity fend oae b^cic^ where I may hide^ 
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la willing Kfght^ this ignominious Head : 

In Hell 1 fhun the pubTick Scorn i and then 

They hunt me for tneir Sport, and hoot me as I fly : 

Behold ev^n now thej grin at my gor'd Side* 

And chatter at my Wounds. 

Tir, I pity thee: 
Tell but why ihehes is for thy Death accurft. 
And i*ll unbind the Charm. 

Ghoji* O fpare my Shame. 

Tir, Arc thefc two innocent \ 

Ghcft. Of my Death they are. • 
3ut he who holds my Crown, Oh, muft I fpeak ! 
'Was doom'd to do what Nature moil abhors. 
The Gods forefaw it ^ and forbad his Being, 
Before he yet was born. I broke their Laws^ 
And .cloth*d with Flefh his pre-exifting Soul, ^ 
Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for Deftiny, 
Took pity, and induM his new-form *d Maft 
With Temperance, Juftice, Prudence, Fortitude, 
And every kingly Virtue ; but in vain, 
Tor Fate, that fent him hood-wink'd to the WorId> 
Performed its Work by his miftaking Hands. 
Ask'ft thou who murcler'd me ? 'twas Oedifus j 
Who ftaihs my Bed with Inceft 3 Oedipus: 
For whom then are you curft, but Oedipus ^ 
He comes ; the Parricide 5 1 cannot bear him : 
My Wounds ake at him : O his murderous Breath 
Venoms my airy Subftance ! hence with him, 
Banifb him 5 fweep him out ; the Plague lie bears 
Will blaft your Fields, and mark his way with Ruin. 
From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, .let him be driv'n 5 
<]>o you forbid lum Earth, and I'll forbid lum Heav*n. 

[Gheji defcends. 

Enter Oedipus, Crcoij, Hsmon, vc 

* • « 

^ Oed. What*s this! meth Ought Tome pedilential Blaft 
Strook me juft entring ; and (bme unfeen Hand 
Struggled to pufh me backward : Tell me why 

.. ^y Hair Hands bridling np, why xny Hefh tremble$ ! 

You 
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Tou ftare at me ! then Hell has been among jre^ 
And fome la^ Fiend yet h'ngers in the Grove. 
Tir. What Omen faw'ft thou entring \ 
Oed, A young Stork, 
That bore his aged Parent on his Back ; 
Till iVeary with the Weight,, he (hook him off,. 
And peck'd^out both his Eyes. 
Jtdr, Oh, Oedifus / 

Eur, Oh, wretched Oidlpus / 
Tip. Oh fatal King ! 

Oed, What mean thefe Exclamations of my Name S 
I thank the Gods, no fccrct Tlioughts reproach me t 
No"; I dare challenge Heav'n to turn me outward^ 
And (hake my Soul quite empty in your Sight, 
Then wonder not that I. can bear, unmov'cf . 
Thefe BxTd Regards,. and filent Threats of Eyev 
A generous Fiercenefs dwells with Innocence,.. 
And confcious Virtue is altowM fome Pride, 

Ttr. Thou know'ft not what thou faylV^ 

Oed. What muttecs he! tell me, Eurydice .-. 
Thou (hak'd ; thy Sours:a. Woman. Speak, Adrnfftt^ 
And holdly, as thou met*ft my Arms in Fight ; 
DarH thou not fpeak \ why then 'tis bad indeedl 
Tirefias, thee I fummon by the PrieAhood,, 
Tell me what News from Hell ; where Lajus poiotsr^ 
And who's the guilty Head r 

3fr. Let menot anfwer." 

Oed. Be dumb then, and betray thjr N2itive Sbil 
To farther Plagues. 

TVr. I dare not name him to thee. , 

Oed, D^rll*. tifou conyerfe^with Helf,' and Vanfl^ tKour 
An human Name ? (feac 

TJr. Urge me no more to tell'a thine, wMch knowm 
Wou'd make thee more unhappy : 'twill l>e found* 
Tho I am nient; 

Oed. OiS and obftihate ! Then thou thy felf 
Art Author or Accomplice . of this'Murder^. 
And ihun'd the Judice, which by pjablick fidOR 
Thou haft' iricurr'd.v 

Ur.. O L if the Guilt were miire^. 
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It were not half fo great : Know, wretched Man^ 
Thou only, thou art guilty $ thy own Cwfe 
Tails heavy on thy feln 

Oed": Speak this a^ain : 
But fpeak it to the Winds, when they are loudcft \ 
Or to the raging Seas, they'll hear as foon^ 
And fooner will believe. 

Tir. Thea hear me Heav'n, 
Tor blufhing thou haft feen it ! Hear mt Earth, 
l^hofe lipllow Womb could not contain this Murder^ 
But fent it back to Light ! And thou Hell« hear me, 
tWhofe own black Seal has 'firrn'd this horrid' Truths 
Oedipus murder*d Lajus / 

Oed. Rot the Tongue, 
And bladed be the Mouth that (poke that Lye ! 
^hou blind of Sight, but thou more blind of Sottl« 

!Z». Thy Parents thought not fo. 

Oed. Who were my Parents > 

T/r. Thou Ihalt know too foon. 

Oed. Why feek I Truth from thee I 
The Smiles of Courtiers^ and the Harlots Tears« 
The Tcadefmens Oaths, and Mourning of an Heir, 
Arc Truths to what Priefts tell. 
O why has Priefthood Privilege to lye, 
)And yet to be believ'd !i._'ITiy Age protefts thee.' 

Tin Thou canft not kill me 5 *tis not in thy Fate^ 
As 'twas to kill thy Father ; wed thy Mother ) 
And beget Sons, thy Brothers. 

Oid. Riddles, Riddles! 

QSir. Thou .art thy felf a Riddle $ a perplexe 
pbHrure Emgfna, which when thoU unty'fl, 
^ihou Ihatt be .found and loft. 

Oed, Impoilibic ! 
'4drafius, /peak ; and as thou art a King, 
,;Wiiofe Royal Word is facr^« d^ar my Fame. 

Adr. Wou'd I cou'd ! , . 

0€d* Ha, wilt thou not \ Can the Plebeian Vice 
Of Lying mount to Kings ! can they be taiated ! 
Then Truth is loft on Earth. 

4Qry« The Cheat's too gtofiv 
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jidraftus IS his Oracle, and he, 

The pious Jugler, bat Adrafius* Organ. 

Oed^ 'Tis plain tb^ Prieft's fuborn'd to free thePrisrncs^ 

Cre. And turn the Guilt on you. 

Ced, O honeift Creon, how haft thou been belj'd i 

Eur, Hear me. 

Cr^ She's brib'd to fave her Lover*s Life 

Adr* If, Oedipus y thou think^ft— — > 

Cre, Hear him not (peak. 

Adr. Then hear theie holy Men. 

Cre. Priefts, Pricfts, all brib'd, all Pricfts; 

Oed. Adraftusy I have found thee ; 
The Malice*of a vanquifh*d Man has feiz'd thee. 

Adr. If Envy and not Truth ■ ■ . 

Oed. I'H hear no more : away with him. 
[Hsmon takes him of by fine, Cre. and Eur, filhw^ 

Oed. to Tir. Why ftand*ft' thou here, Impoftor y 
So old, and yet fo wicked.*-^^lye for Qain 3 
And Gain fo fliort as Age can promife thee ! 

Tir. So fhort a time as I have yet to live 
Exceeds thy pointed Hour ; remember Lajus :■ 
No more j if e'er we meet again, *iwill be 
In mutual Darknefs j we fhaU feel before Ms 
To reach each other's Hand : remember Lajuii 

' [JJx// Tirefias J Priefis fiUo*Ui2; 
Oedipus St>lus* 

Remember Lajus ! that*s the Burden fliU : 
Murder and Inceft ! but to hear *e'm nam'd. 
My Soul darts in me : The good Sentinel 
Stands to her Weapons ; takes the £rft Alarm 
To guard me from fuch Crimes. iDid I kill Lajus f 
Then I walk*d ileeping, in fome frightful Dream f 
My Soul then ftole my Body out by Night, 
And brought me back to Bed e*er Morning wake. 
It cannot De cv'n this remoteft way. 
But fome dark hint would judble forward now j 
And goad my MeiUPTT— "-rOii »y 2?^^A i 
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* Joe. Why arc you thus dlfturb'd ? 
Oid. Why, wouldft thou think it I 
Ko hk than Murder >. 

J0€, Murder ! what of Murder I 

Oed, Is Murder then no more \ add Parricide,. 
And Inceft ; bear not tbefe a frightful Sound i 
• J$c» Alas/! 

Oed. How poor a pity is Ahs, 
Por two fudi Crimes ! ■ Was Lajus us*d to lye ^ 

Joe. Qh no ;, the mod (Tncere,, plain^ honed Man^ 
One who abhor*d a Lye. 

Oed. Then he has got that Quah'ty in- Hell* 
Hfi charges me— —but why accufe I him ?, 
X did not hear himfpeak it r. They accufe me ; 
The Frie({» Adraftus and Eurydiciy 

Of murdering. Lajus Tell me, while I think on't,. 

Has old Ttrejias pradis*d long this Trade t 

Joe. What Trade > 

Oed. Why this foretelling. Trade*. 

Joe. For many Years. 

Oed. Has he before this Pay accus*d me \ 

Joe* Never. 

Oed, Have you e*er this inquir'd^ who did this Murder i 

Joe. Often ; butftill in vain.. 

Oed, I am (atisfyM. 
Then 'tis aii Infant- fye^ but one day ofd.. 
The Oracle takes place before the Fri'eft : 
The Blood of Lajfu was to murder Lajus; . 
I*m not. of Lajus* Blood* 

Joe. Ev'n Oracles 
Are always doubtful, and are often fbrg'd : 
Lajus had one, which never was fulfiirdj 
Nor ever can bo now. 

Oed, And what foretold it > 

Joe, That he (hou'd- have a Son-by me, fdrc-dbom'd' 
The Murderer of his Father : True indeed, 
A^AQ was born ^ but to prevent that Crime> 
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The wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, 

Bor'd thro* hiisuntir*d Feet, and bound with Cords, 

On a bleak Mountain^ naked was exposed : 

The King himfelf liv'd many^ many Years, 

And found a different Fate ; by Robbers njurder'd. 

Where three Ways meet. Yet- thcfe arc Oracles ; 

And this the Faith we oWe *em. 

Otd, Sayft thou. Woman > 
:By Heav*n thou haft waken'd fomewhat in me. 
That fhakes my very Soul ! 
. Joe, What, new difturbance ? 

Otf^. Methought thou fdid% i (or do I dreaxti 

tbott faid*ft it !) 
' This Murder was on Lajits* Perfon donCj, 
Where three Ways meet ! 

^cc* So common Fame reports. 
Oed. Wou'd it hadly'd. 
3^^. Why, good my Lord > 
Oed* No Queftions : 
'Tis bufy time with me ^ difpatch mine firft s 
Say where, where was it done ? 

yoi. Mean you the Murder } (der } 

Oed. Could*ft thou not anfwer, without namifig Mur- 
yoc. They fay in Piocide j on the Verge that parts it 
Fl'om Daulia and from Delfhos. ' 

Oed. So ! How long \ when happened this > 

Joe. Some little time before you came to TMes. 
Oed, What will the Gods do with me > 
Jifc. What means that Thought ? 
Oed, Something ; but's not your turn to ask : 
How old was LajuSy what his Shape, Ws Stature, 
His Aaion and his Mein ? quick, quick, your Anfwer— 
Joe. Big made he was, and tall 5 his Port was fierce, 
Ereft his Countenance; manly Ma jefty 
Sat in his Front, and darted from his Eyes, 
Commanding all he view'd 5 his Hair joft grizlcdj 
iUin a green old Age s bate but 'his Years^ 
You are his Fidure. 

Oed. Afide. Pray Heav'n he drew me not.. Arm I his 
Jec, So I have often told you. (Piaure > 
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Oed. True, you b«rc ; 
Add that to the reft : I^ow w43 the Kitg 
Attended when he tcavell'd ? 

5^. By four Servjmts : 
He went out privately, 

Oed. Well counted fiill : 
One fcap*d I hear ; whaJt fin^f b^cMQif of htm \ i 

Joe. When he beheld yo^ fkx9. as King in TMis, 
He kneel*d> and trombltiig, beg*d I WQjW difsQ^s hiinr 
He had my leave ; and now he lives retir'd. 

Oed. This Man muft be p«odttc*d ; he Okuft, Jocafta. 

^ou He fliallsr-ssyet have I leave to ask yoa.nriiy P 

Oe^. Yes. you (hall know s fpr where ftimld I repofe 
The Anguifh of my.SouU h^t in yoi»r JPieaft \ 
I need not tell you Corinth dajm my Kr tb i 
My Parents Polyhut znA M^roff, 
Two Royal Names 5 their only Child am !• 
It happened once, 'twas at a Bridal Feailr. 
One warm with Wine, told m^ I was a Fonndling^ 
Not the ling's 5oa,5 h ftwg with this Reproach, 
Struck him : My Father beard of it ; the Man 
^^^t ttziz ask Pardon ; and the SuliAers bttQi*d« 

3^<9^ 'Twag fooMwhat ocU; 

Qed.. Andftrangelv itper»lexM me* 
I ftote away to Delphos, and implor*d 
The God to tell my certain Parentage* 
He bad me feek no farther ; 'twa^ my Fato j 

To kill my Father, a«d pollttte hie Bea». 
By marrymg her who bore me^ ' 

Joe. Vain, Yain Oracles ! 

Oed. But yet they frighted me » 
I looked on Corinth as a Place accnrft, 
Refolv'd my Deftiny (hoiiU wait in vaia ) 
And never catch me there. ' 

Joe. Too nice a Fear. 

OM Snipend your Thot^htfl« and flatter AOttdoiboa*^ 

Juft in the Place you iiam*a» where tbsee Waya mee^ 

And near that time, five Perfons I eneountec*d » 

One was too like, (Heav'a grant it prove noi him} 

^bom you defcribe (oiJ^apu ; Infbltat 

' And 



And fierce they were, a$ Matt wlrtr Krd on Spoil 
I judged 'cm Robbtfs, atncf by fdrce rtfpell'd 
The force tfc^ymM : In fliort, four Mett I fle\^ • 
The fifth upon Im Knees (femanding Life; * 
Uj Mercy gave it— bring me cormfort n6w; 
It I Qtw Lgfuf^ y^Tit can bt more wretched ! 
From Thebes and you rtjy CvtcCfi has baftifk^d me j 
From Cor'mfh, Fate. 

jFtftf. Perplex not thus your Mind ; 
My Husband fell by Multitudes oppreft. 
So Phorhas faid : TMs Band you chanc*d fo meet ; 
Amlrtterdcr'd not mj Lajin^ h\it revcng'd him. 

Oed. .There's alt my hope : Let Phmas tcU me this^ 
And I ihall h'vs agim« 
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To you go«d Gods> I make my laft Appeal ; " 

Or clear my Virtues or niy Crime reveal : 

If wandring in the mazeofFstte I run. 

And backward trod the paths I fought to ihuli^' 

Impute my Errors to yoor own Decree 5 

My Hands are guilty^ b^t |)iy Heart is free. [Bxeuml 







A c T IV. s c fi N E t 

Enter Pyracmon and €ftom 

Pyr» Q CyMft Bttffnefi of import, that Triumph W^ati5» 

When you are pleas'd by a malicious Joy, 
Wh'ofe red and fiery SeamS caft thrd* ydtti^ Vifage 
A growing Pleafure. Suns yoU'&ife Revtnge^ 
And I couM gladly hear. 

Cre. Wouldft thou believe > 
This giddy hair-brain'd King, whom old Tirijlai 

Hits mundier-ftnick with heavy Accttfatipn. 

' - TW 
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llio confcious of no inward Guilt, yet feart ; 
He fears Jocafta, fears himfelf) his Shadow ; 
He fears the Multitude \ and, which is worth 
An Age of Laughter^ out of all Mankind, 
He chufcs me to be his Orator : 
Swears that Adraftus, and the lean-look'd Prophe^^ 
Are joint Confpirators ; and wifht me to 
Appeafe the raving Thebafis\ which 1 fwore 
To do. 

pyr* A dangerous Undertaking i* 
Direftly oppoute to ypur own Intereft. 

Cre. No, dull Pyracmon ; when I left his Prcfenc^, 
With all the Wings with which Revenge could imp 
My flight, I gain'd the midft o* th* City ; 
There, (landing on a Pile ofdead .and dying, 
I to the mad and flckly Multitude, 
With interrupting Sobs, cry'd out, O Thtbesy 
O wretched Thebes, thy King, thy Oedipus^ 
This barbarous Stranger, this Ufurper, Monfter, 
Is by the Oracle, the wift Tirefias, 
Froclaim'd the Murderer of the Royal Z4/Vii .« 
^ocafta too, no longer now my Sifter, 
Is found Comptroller in the horrid Deed. 
Here I renounce all tye of Blood and Nature, 
For thee, O Thebes^ dear Thebes^ poor bleeding Thebes / 
And there I wept, and then the Rabble howl'd. 
And roar*d, and with a thoqfand antick Mouths . 
Gabbled Revenge^ Revenge was all the cry. 

Pyr. This cannot fail : I fee you on the Throne, 
And Oedipus caft our. 

Cre. ^hen ftrait came on 
jUandery with a wild and bellowing Crowd ; 
Whom when he had wrought, I whifper'd him to join. 
And' head the Forces while the Heat was in 'em: 
So to the Palace I returnM to meet 
The King, and greet him with another Story. 
But fee, he enters. 



Enter 
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Enter Otdipus and Jpcafta, attended^ 

Oed, Said you that Phorbas is return'd^ and jret 
Intreats he may return, without being ask'd 
Of ought concerning what we have difcover'd I 

Joe, He darted when I told him your Intent, 
Replying, what-he knew of that Affair 
Would »ve no SatUfadion to the King i 
Then, filing on jiis Knees« begg*d as ^r Life 
To be difmifs'd from Court ; he trembled too. 
As if conchiflvel)eath hit feiz*d upon him. 
And (lammerM in his abrupt PrayV (o wildly^ 
Thar, had he been the Murderer of Lajusy 
Guilt and Diflra^Hop could not have (hook him more* 

Oed, By your Defcriprion, fure as Plasues and Death 
Lay wafte our Thebes, fome Deed that muns the Lig^t 
Begot thofe Fears : If thou refped'ft my Peace,, 
Secure him, dear Jocafta ', for my Genius 
Shrinks at his Name. 

Joe. Rather let him go ; 
So my poor boding Heart would have it be, 
Without a Reafon. 

Oed, Hark, the Thebans come ! 
Therefore retire \ and, once more, if thou lov'fl; me^ 
Let Phorbas be retain*d. 

Joe. You ftiall, while I 
Have Life, be ftill obey'd j 
In vain you footh me .with your foft Endearments, 
And fet the faircft Countenance to view* 
Your gloomy Eyes, ray Lord, betray a Deadnefs 
And inward langui(hing : That Oracle 
Eats like a fubtile Worm its venom'd Way, 
Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 
How'er the beauteous Out-fide (bews fo lovely. 

Oed. Oh, thou wilt kill me With thy Love's Excefs! 
All, all is well $ retire, the Thebans come. 

lExit Jocafta, 

Ghoft, Oedipus I 

Oed, Ha ! again that Scream of Woe ! 

F * Thrkc 
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Thrice have I heard, thrice fince the Morning dawn*<l 

It hallow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 

Caird from fome vaulted ManHon, Oedipus / 

Or is it but the work of Melancholy ? 

When the Sun feis. Shadows that fliewM at Noon 

But finally appear moft long and tcrribTc ; 

So when we think Fate hovers o'er oiir Heads, 

Our Apprehcnfions ihpot beyond all Bounds, 

Owls« Ravens, Crickets feem the Watch of Death, 

Nature's worft Vermin fcarce her godlike Sons, 

Echoes, the very Leavings o^a Voice, 

Grow babling Ghofts, and cA us to our Graves : 

Each Mole-hill Thought fwells to a huge OlymbuSy 

While we fantaftick Dreamers heave and pufl^ 

And fWeat with an Imagination's Weight ; 

As if, Hke Atlds, with thefe mortal Shoulders 

We could fuftain the feurden of the World. 

[Creon comes forward. 

Ore* O Sacred Sir, my Royal Lord.-—. 

Otd. What now > 
Thou feem'ft. affrighted at fome dreadful Adion, 
Thy Breath comes (hort, thy darted Eyes are fix*d 
On me for Aid, as if thou wert purfu'd : 
I {ent thee to the Thehans^ (peak thy Wonder ; 
Fear not, this Palace is a San^uary, 
The King himfelfs thy Guard. 

Cre* Forme, alas! (yours! 

My Life's not worth a Thought, when wcigh'd with 
But fly, my Lord, fly as your Life- h facred, 
Your Fate h precious to your faithful CreoHy 
Who therefore, on his Knees, thus proftrate begs 
You would remove from Thebes that vows your Ruin. 
When I but offer'd at your Innocence, 
They gather'd Stones, and menac*d mc with Death, 
And drove me thro' the Streets with Imprecations 
Againft your facred Perfon, and thofe Traitors 
Who juftify'd your Guilt; which curs'd Tirefias 
Told, as from Heav'n, was Caufe of their Deftrudion. 

Q$d, Rife, worthy Creon^ haHe and take our Guard, 
Rank 'em in equal part upon the Square, 

Then 



OE^D I T V S. 61 

Then open ever^ Gate of this our Palace^ 
And let the Torrent in. Hark> it comes, {iShmt* 

1 hear 'em roar : Be gone, and break down all 
The Dams that would oppofe their furious Paflage. 

I I [Ex, Cx^jx with'> Gttitrds* 

9 

£»/#r Adrailus, b$s Sword drawn-, 

Adr. Your City 
Ta all in Arms, all bfnt to your D^ftrudion. 
I heard but now, where I was. dofe confinM, . 
A thundering iShour, which made myjaytors vanifhi ■ 
Cry^ Fire thePalac^! where's the cruel King ^ 
Yet, byth* Infernal Gods« thofe awful PowVs 
That have accused you, which thefe Ears have heardj 
And thefe Eyes feen, I muft believe you guOtlefs : 
For, Hnce 1 knew the Royal Otdipur, - 
I have obfervM in all his Ads fuch Truth 
And God-like Clearnefs, that to the laft Gulh 
Of Blood and Spirits^ 1*11 defend his Life, 
And here have (worn to peril^ by his Side. 

Oid. Be witnefs, Gods, how near this touches me ! 
O what Recompence ^an Glory make \ [Embracing him* 

Adr. Defend your Innocence, fpeak like your fel( 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntlefs Virtue. 
But hark ! the Storm comes nearer. 

Oed. Let it come. 
The Force of Majefty is never known 
But in a general Wreck : then^ then \s feen 
The difference 'twixt a Threfhold and a Throne. 

Enter Cxtoviy Pyracmon, Alcander, T\teCus,Thihans. 

Mc. Where, where's this crael King > Thiham^ behold 
There ftands your Plague, the Ruin, Defolation 

Of this unhappy fpe^k ; Qiall I kill him \ 

Or (hall he be caft out to Banifhment \ 

All Thib. To Bani(hment, away with him* 
Oid, Hence, you Barbarians, to your (]avi(h Diflance^ 
Fix to the Earth your fordid Looks ^ for he 

F * Who 
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Who Airs, dare more than Mad-men^ Fiends, or Furies ! 

Who dares to face me, by the Gods, as well 

May brave the Majcfty of thundering Joz/t, • 

Did I for this relieve you when be(ieg*d 

By this fierce Prince, when coop'd within your Walls, 

And to the very Brink of Fate reduced j 

When lean-|aw*d Fatnrne made more Havock of you, 

Than does the Plague \ *B\xt I rejoice I know you. 

Know the bafe Stuff that tempered your vile Souls : 

The Gods be prais'd, i needed not your Empire^ 

Born to a greater, nobler of my own ; 

Kor fhall the Scepter of the Earth now win me * 

To rule fuch Brutes, Co barbarous a People. 

Adr. Methinks, my Lord, I fee a fad Repentance, 
A general Confternation fpread among.*em. 

Oed, My Reign is at an end $ yet ere I finii h 
1*11 do ajuftice that becomes a Monarch, 
A Monarch who i'th* midft of Swords and JaVefins/ 
Bares ad &s on his Throne encohspa{s*d round 
With Nations- for his Guard. Alcandery you 
Are nobly born, therefore Jhall lofe your Head. 

[Sgfzes him* 
Here, mtnon^ take him \ but for this, and this 
Let Cords difpatch 'em. Hence, away 'e*m. 

Tir. O facred Prince, pardon di(lra£fced Thehes^ 
Pardon her, if (he afts by Heav'ns award ; 
If that th* Infernal Spirits have dedar'd 
The depth of Fate, and if our Oracles 
May fpeak, O do riot too ftverely deal. 
But let thy wretched Thebes at lead complain : 
If thou art guilty, Heav'n will make it known ; 
If innocent, then let Tirefias die. 

Oed. 1 take thee at thy word. Run, hade, and fave 
I fwiear the Prophet or the King (hall die. {Alcander, 
Be witnefs, all you Thebans of my Oath ; 
And Phorbas be the Umpire. 

T/V. 1 fubmit. [Trumpets found. 

Qid, What mean thofe Trumpets > 

Enur 



OE<D I^P V S. €i 

Enter Haemon vj'nh Alcander. 

HAm. From your native Country, 
Great Sir, the fam'd ^geon i$ arriv'd. 
That rcnown'd Favourite of the King your Father > 
He comes as an EmbaiTador from Corinth, 
And fues for Audience. 

Oed. Hafte, mmon, fly, and tell him that I byrn 
T* embrace him. 

HAm. The Queen, my Lord, at prefent holds him 
In private Conference j but behold her here. 

Enter Jocafl:a, Emydice, &c, 

Joe. HaiJ, happy Oedipus, happieft of Kings j 
Henceforth be bleft, bleft as thou canft defire. 
Sleep without Fears the blackefl Nights away j 
Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou Sialt fleep 
Secure, thy Slumbers fhall be foft and gentle. 
As Infants Dreams. 

Oed. What does the Soul of all my Joys intend ? 
And whither would this Rapture \ 

Joe, Oh, I could rave. 
Pull down thofe lying Fanes, and burn that Vault, 
From whence refounded thofe falfe Oracles, ^ 
That robb*d my Love of Reft * .If we muft pray> 
Rear in the Streets bright Altars to the Gods, 
Let Virgins Hands adorn the Sacriifice ; 
And not a grey, beard forging Prieft come near. 
To pry into the Bowels of the Viftim, 
And with hit Dotage mad the gaping VTorld*. 
But fee, the Oracle that 1 will truft. 
True as the'Gods, and afiable as Men. 

Enter Mgtotiy kmels. 

Oed. Oh, tomyArmS) welcome, xnvdear^e^n^ 
Ten thoufand welcomes. Oh, my Foflfer-Father, 
Welcome as Mercy to a Man condemn'd I 

P 3 Wclcomft 
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Welcome to me. 
As to a (Inking Mariner 
The lucky Plank that bears him to the Shore ! 
But rpeak, O tell me what fo mighty Joy 
Is this thou bring*fty which fo tranfports ^ocafta ? 
Joe. Peace, peace, JEgton^ let jf^wy?^ tell him ! 

that I could for ever charm, as now. 
My deareil Oedipus ! Thy Royal Father 
Poly bus King of Corinth Is no more. 

Oed. Ha ! can it be \ JEgeony anfwer me, * 
And fpeak in fhort, what my Jocafta*s Tranfport 
May over-do. 

Mge, Since in few words, my Royal Lord, you ask 
To know the Truth ; King Polybus is dead. 

Oed. O all youPow*rs, is't podible? What, dead \ 
But that the Tempeft of my Joy may rife 
By )u(l degrees, and hit at lad the Stars ; 
Say, how, how dy*d he > Ha ! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water ? by AUaflinates, or Poifon \ fpeak : 
Or did helanguiQi under fome Difeafe \ ,• 

JEge, Of no DiOemper,- of no Blaft he dy'd, 
But^fell like Autunui-Fruft that melk>w*d long ; 
£v*n wonderM at, becaufe he dropt m> fooner. 
Fate feem*d to wind him up for fourfcorc^e YearSj, 
Yet frefiily ran he on ten Winters more ; 
Till, like a Clock worn out with eating Time, 
The Wheels of weary Life at laft flood ftill. 

Oed. Ohj^ let me prefs thee in my youthful Ara^S^ 
And fmother thy old Age in my Embraces. 
Yes Thehansr yes Jocajia, yes Adraftus^. 
Old Poly bus, the King my Father's dead» 
Fires fhall be kindled in the midft of Thebes ;. 
rth'midft of Tumults, Wars, and Peftilence, . 

1 will rejoice for polybus his Deaths- 
Know, be it known to the limits of the World}; 
Yet farther let it paii yon dazling Rool^ 

The Mandon of the Gods, and ftrike 'em deaf 
With everlading Peals of thundrine Joy* 
pr. Filter ! Nature ! Fo/tuae ! what is all this. World f 
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Oed, Now, Dotard ; now, thou blind old wizard 
Prophet, 
Where are your boding Ghofts^ your Altars now. 
Your Birds of Knowledge, that in dusky Air 
Chatter Futurity I and where are now 
Your Oracles, that callM me Parricide } 
Is he not dead \ deep laid in*s Monument ? 
And was not I in Thtbes when Fate attack*d him > 
Avant, be gone, you Vizors of the Gods ! 
Were I as other Sons, now I (hould weep 3 
fiut as I am, i*ve reafon to rejoice ; . 
And will, tho his cold Shade Ihould rife and blaft me. 
Oh, for his Death, let Waters break their Bounds, 
Rocks, Vallies, Hills, with fplitting Ws ring ^ 
lo, Jocaftay J0 P£an flng. 

Tir. Who would not now conclude aa happy End 1 
But all Fate's Turns are fwift and unexpe^ed. 

^ge. Your Rojal Mother Merafs, as if 
She had no Soul unce you forfook the Land,. 
Waves all the neighbouring Princes that adore her; 

Oed, Waves all the Princes I poor Heart ! for whati 
<5 fpeak. 

JEgi,. She^ tho In full-blown flow *r of elorioos Beauty^ 
Grows cold, ev'n in the Summer of her Age 1 
And for your fake has fworo-tadie unroarry*d* 

Oed. How! for my. fake, die. and not marry ! Ob, 
my £!k returns. 

jEge, ThisDi^ond, with a thoufand Kiflesbleft, 
With a thoufand Sigh's anci Wi&ies foryour Safety, 
She charg'd me give you, with the general Homage 
Of our Corinthian Lords... 

Oed^ There's Magick in it, take it*from my fight; 
There's not a Beam tt darts, but carries Hell, 
Hot flafhing LufV, and necromantick Inc«fl : 
Takc^ it from my fick Eyes, O hide, it from me. 
No, my yocaftayAhoThebts cafl me out,. 
While Merop9*s alive. 111 ne'er return ! 
Oh, rarher let me walk- round the wi^e Worldc 
A Beggar,, than accept a Diadem . . 
Qa fuch abhgi'd Conditions*. . _ 



68 OE 'D I T V S. 

Joe. You make» my Lord, your own Unhappinefs^ 
By thefe extravagant and needlefs Fears. 

Otd. Needlefs ! O, all you Gods ! by Heav'a Vd ra- 
Embrue my Arms up to my very Shoulders (ther 

In the dear Entrails of the beft of Fathers, 
Than offer at the execrable k€t 
Of damned Inceft % therefore no more of her. 

Mge. And why, OfacredSir, ifSubjedsmay 
Prefume to look into their Monarch's Breaft, 
Why (hould the chafte and (potlefs Mtrope 
Infiue fuch Thoughts as I muft blnfh to name \ 

Did. Becaufe the God of Delfhos did forewarn me 
With thundering Oracles. ' 

JEgt. May I intreat to know 'em \ 

Oed. Yes, my JEgeon ; but the fad Remembrance 
Qtrite blafts my Soul : See then the fwellingPrieft I 
Methinks I have his Image now in view s 
He mounts the Tripos in a Minute's Space, 
His clouded Head knocks at the Temple-Roof, 
While from his Mouth thefe difmal Words are heard: 
** Fly, Wrct<rh, whom Fate has doom'd thy Father's 

Blood to fpiil, 
*' And with prepoftrous Births thy Mother's Womb to £1L 

JEgi. Is this the Caufe 
Why you refiife the Diadem of Corintb. ? 

Otd. The Caufe ! why is it not a monftrous one ? 

J£g9. Great Sir, you may return ^ and tho you fhould 
Enjoy the Queen (which all the Gods forbid) 
The K€t would prove no Inceft. 

Oed. How, JEgui%t 
Tho I enjoy'd my Mother, not tncefiuous ! 
Thou rav'ft, and fo do I, and thefe ail catch'd 
My Madnefs ^ look, they're dead with deep Dif^ra^ion t 
Not Inceft ! what, not Inceft with my Mother. 

JEge. My Lord, Queen Mtropt h not your Mother* 

Oed, Ha ! did I hear thee right \ noiMir^f* 
My Mother ! 

^ge. Nor was Fclyhm your Fadier» 

Oid. Then all my Days and Ntgfats Attft now hefpent 

ior 
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In curious fcarch, to ^i^d out thofe dark Parents 
Who gave me to the World 5 fpeak then, Mgeon^ 
By all the Gods Celeftial and Infernal, 
By all the Tics of Nature, Blood and Fricndlhtp, 
Conceal not from this rack'd defpairing King 
A Point or fmalleft Grain of what thou know'ft : 
Speak then, O anfwer to my Doubi5 dirc^ly. 
If Royal Polyhus was not my Father, 
Why was 1 called his Son ? 

^ge. He, from my Arms, 
Received you as the taireft Gift of Nature. 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches 
That Empire could beftow in coftly Mantles 
XJpon its Infant Heir, 

Oed* But was I made the Heir ofCmnth*9 Crown, 
Becaufe JEgeon*s Hand prefented me ^ 

^ie. By my Advice, 
Being paft all hope of Children, 
He tookj embraced, and owa^d ycki for his Son. 

Oed* Perhaps I then am yours ^ inftru£^ me. Sir : 
If it be fo, 1*11 kneel and weep bcffore yon. 
With all th* ObedieiKC of a penitent Child, 
Imploring Pardon. 
Kill me if you pleafe, 
I will not wreath my Body at the Wound : 
But fink upon your Feet with a laft Sigh, 
And ask Forgivenefs with my dying Hands. 

JEge, O rife, and call not to this aged Cheek 
The little Blood which fhould keep warm my Heart \ 
You are not mine, nor ought I to be bled 
With fuch a godlike Offspring. Sir, 1 found you 
Upon the Mount Cithdron. 

Oed, Q fpeak, go on ^ the Air grows fenfible 
Of the gr^at things you utter, and is calm : 
The hurf5'*d Orbs, with Storms fo rack'd of late. 
Seem to ftand dill, as if that Jove were talking, 
CithAron ! fpeak, the Valley of Cith^ron f 

JEge. oft-times before I thither did refort, 

Charm'd with the Converfatton of a Man 

, Who led a rural Life, and had command 

O'er 
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0*er all the Shepherds, who about thofe Vales 

Tended their numerous Fjocks 3 in this Man's Arms 

1 fiiw you fmiling at a fatal Dagger^ 

Whofe Point he often ofPerM at your Throat $ 

But then you fmird, and then he drew it back ; 

Then lifted it again, you fmil'd again •: 

Till he at laft in Fury threw it from him. 

And cry*d aloud , The Gods forbid thy Death : 

Then I ru(bM in, and after fome Difcourfe, 

To me he did bequeath your innocent Life j 

And I, the welcome Care to Palybus, 

Oed, To whom belongs the Mafter of the Shepherds \ 
JEge, His Name I knew not, or I have forgot ^, 
That he was of the Family of Lajus^ 
I well remember* 

Oed. And is yourFrien4 alive > for if he be» 
rll buy his Prefence, tho it coft my Crown. 
JEge, Your menial Attendants beft can tell 
Whether he lives, or not ^ and who has now 
Hi? Placei. 

Joe* Winds bear me to fbme barren Ifland, 
Where Print of human Feet was never feen, 
O*er-grown with Weeds of f^ch a monfkrous heisht^ 
Their baleful Tops are wa(h*d with bellowing Clouds, 
Beneath whofe venomous Shade I may have vent 
For Horror, that would blaft-the barbarous World. 
Oed, If there be any here that knows the Perfbn 
Whom he defcrib'd, I charge him on his Life 
To fpeak ; Concealment (hall be fudden Death r 
But he who brings h im forth, ftiall have reward 
Beyond Ambition's Luft. 

Tin His Name is Phorbas : 
Jocafla knows him well j but if I may 
Advife, reft where you are, and feek no farther. 

Oed, Then all goes well, (I nee Phorbas is fecur'd 
By my Jocafia. Hade and bring him forth : 
My Love, my Queen, give Orders. Ha ! what mean 
ThefeTears,and Groans, and Stnigglings \ fpeak my Fair, 
What are thy Troubles^t 
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1}h. Yours 5 and yours are mine : 
Let me conjure you take the Prophet's Counfel 
And let this Phorbas go. ■* 

Oed. Not for the World. 
By all the Gods, I'll know my Birth, tho Death 
Attends the Search : I have already |Kift 
The middle of the Stream ; and to return 
Seems greater Labour than to venture o'er* 
Therefore produce him. 

Joe. OnCe more, by the Gods, 
I beg, my Oedipus^ my Lord, my Life, 
My Love, my all, my only utmoft Hope, 
I beg you banifh Phorbas : O, the Gods ! 
I kneel that you may grant this firft Requeft, 
Deny me all things elle 5 but for my fake. 
And as you prize your own eternal Quiet, 
Never let Phorbas come into your Prefence. 

Oed. Youmuft be raised, and Phorbas (hall appear, 
Tho his dead Eyes were Baiilisks : Guards, hafte. 
Search the Queen's Lodgings j find and force him hither. 

[Exeunt Guards. 
Joe. O, Oedipus^ yet fend, 

And flop their Entrance, ere it be too late ; 

Unlefs you wifii to fee Jocafla rent 

With Furies, flain out-rieht with mere Diftra^ion, 

Keep from your Eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbas. 

Forbear this Search, 111 think you more than mortal : 

Will you yet hear me \ 

Oed. Tempefts will be heard. 

And Waves will dafh, tho Rocks their Bafis keep— . 

But fee, they enter. If thou truly lov'ft me. 

Either forbear this Subje^, or retire. 

Enter Haemon, Guards, with Phorbas. 

Joe. Prepare»then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 
A Story, that (hall turn th^e into Stone : 
Could there be hewn a mohftrous Gap in Nature, 
A Flaw made thro* the Centre by fome God, 
Thro* which the Groans of Ghofts might Arike thy Ears, 

They 
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They would fiot wound thee, as this Story will. 

Hark ! hark ! a hollow Voice calls out aloud, 

Jacafia : Yes, I'll to the Royal Bed, 

Where firft the Myfteries of our Loves were aded. 

And double dye it with Imperial Crimfon $ 

Tear off this curling Hair, 

Be gorg'd with Fire, ftab every vital Part, 

And when at lafl I'm fiain, to crown the Horror 

My poor tormented Ghoil (hall cleave the Ground, 

To try, if Hell can yet more deeply wound. [Exit. 

Oed. She*s gone : and as (he went, methought her Eyes 
Grew larger, while a thoufand frantick Spirits 
Seething, like rifing Babbles, on the brim, * 
Peep'd from the watry brinks, and glow'd upon me. 
I'll feek no more j but hufli my Genius up 

That throws me on my Fate. Impoflible ! 

O wretched Man ! whofe too too bufy ^Thoughts 
Ride fwifcer than the galloping Heav'ns around. 
With an eternal Hurry of the Soul : 
Nay, there's a time, when ev'n the rolling Yeai* 
Seems to ftand flill, dead Calms are in theOcean^^ 
When not a Breath difturbs the drowfy Waves : 
But Man, the very Monfter of the World, 
Is ne'er at reft, the Soul for ever wakes. 
Come then, fince Deftiny thus drives us on. 
Let's know the bottom. Hdjmn^ you I feot : 
Where is that Phorhas ^ 

HAm. Here, my Royal Lord. 

Oed, Speak firft, Mgeon, fay, is this the Man \ 

JEge. My Lord it is ; thoTime has plough*d tliat Face 
With many Furrows fince I faw it firft. 
Yet Tm too well acquainted with the Ground, quite to fot-- 

Oed, Peace \ ftand back awhile. (get it. 

Come hither Friend ; I hear thy Name is Phorhas. 
Why doft thou turn thy Face > I charge thee anfwer 
To what I fliall enquire : Were thou not once 
The Servant of King Lajus here in Th ehes f 

Phor. I was, great Sir, his true and faithful Servant ; 

Born and bred up in Court, no foreign Slave, (ment > 

Oed. WhatO£5cehadftthoa> Whacwasthy Employ- 

I Phor. 
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Phor. He made me Lord of all his rural PleSfiires \ 
For much he lovM 'em j oft I cmertain'd him 
^ith fportfng Swains, o'er whom I had command. 

Oed. Where was thy ReQdence \ to what Part o* th* 
Didft thou moft frequently refort > ^ (Couatry 

Phor, To Mount cithiron^ and the pleafant y^tM 
Which all about lie fhadowing its large Feet. 

Oed, Come forth JEgeon. Ha ! why ftarts ^VLPhorh4i% 
Forward, 1 fay, and Face to Face confront him. 
Look wiftly on him, thro' him if thou canft j 
And tell me on thy Life, fay, doft thou know him ? 
Didft thou e'er fee him \ converfc with him. 
Near Mount CithAron ? 
Phor,\ffho, my Lord, this Man \ 
Oidj, This Man, this old, this venerable Mao \ 
Speak, Aidd fhou ever meet him there ? 
Phor. Where, Sacred Sir > 

Oed. Near Mount Cithdron 3 an(wer to the Piirpofiu 
*Tis a King fpeaks $ and Royal Minutes are 
Of. much more worth than thoufand vulgar Years : 
Didft thou e'er, fee this Man near Cithdir^n f 

Phor. ^oft fure, my Lord, I have feen Linet like thofe 
His Vifage bears j but know not where, nor when. 

Mge. Is't poflible you Ihould forget your antient Friend? 
There are perhaps 

Particulars which may excite your dead Remembrance. 
Have you forgot I took an Infant from you, 
DoomM to be murder'd in that gloomy Vale ? 
The Swadling-Bands were PurjJe, wrought with Gold j 
Have you forgot too how you wept, and begg'd j 
That 1 (hould breed him tip, and ask no more \ 

Phor. Whate'er I begg'd | thou, like a Dotard, fpcak'ft 
More than is requifite : And what of this } 
Why is It mentioned now ? and why, O why, 
Doft thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend \ 

JE^o. Be not too raih. That Infam grew ^t iafl 
A King \ and here the happy Monarch ftands. (utter'd ! 
Phor. Ha! Whither would'ft thou ! O what haft thov 
For wha( tbPli baft faid. Death ftrike tliee 4|iipb for ever. 

09*. 
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Oni. foiiesr to cvrfe the Ii«nocent ; and be 
Accurft th^ feify tbo« fliMting Traitor, yillain, 
DantnM Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. 
PW.OHeJiv'ns? wherein, my Lord, have I ofFended? 
<W* Why fpeakyou not according to my Charge > 
Bring fbVth the Rack, fince Mildnefs cannot win you. 
Torments (hall force. 

J^&#r. Hold« hold, O dreadful Sir I 
You will not rack an innocent old Man. 
O^i. Speak th*R. 

ikwn Alas ! what would you have me fay > 
Oed, Did this old Man take from your Arms an Infant ? 
Pbor, He did $ and, oh ! I wi(fi to all the Gods, 
Phorhas hsid perilh'd in that very Moment. (ing. 

0#i. Moment 1 thoa Qialt be Hours, Days, Years ady- 
Here, bind his Hands $ he dallies \vith my Fury : 
But I (hall find a way ■ ■ 

Tkoh My Lord, I filid 1 gave the Infant to him. 
Oed. Was he rtry own, or given fhee by another > 
Phor* He 1va« not mme, but given me by another. 
Oed. Whence and from whom ? ^Hat City > of what 
Pk^€ 0-Jl«^tfl Sif, I bow me to the Ground, (Houfc \ 
WofM I could iink beneath it •, by the Gods, 
1 A> cdnj^rfe you to enquire no more. 

Oed. Furies and Hell ! mmon^ brin^ forth the Rack, 
Petch hither Cords, and Knives, and fulphuro us Flames, 
He fhall be botind, 9nd ga(h*d, his Skin flead off; 
And burnt'aWte. 

P^hir. O fpare my Ag^. 
Oid. Rife then, and fpeak. 
Phorl Dread Sir, I will. 
Otd* Who gavfe that fnfant to thee > 
Phon One of King Lajus* Family. 
Oid. O, you immortal Gods ! but fay, wl*> was*t > 
Which of the Family of Lajtis gave it ? 
A Servant, or one of the Royal Blood ? 

Phor. O wretched State* I die, unlefs I fpeak 5 
And, if I fpeak, moft certain Death attends me ! 

Oed. Thou fhah not die. Speak then, who was it, fpeak^ 
While I have Senfeto underftaad the Horror ; 

For 
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For I grow cold. 

Phor, The Queen J^fta toM oie 
It was her Son py Lajus, 

Oed, O you Gods ! but ^id ike give it diet ) 

Phor. My Lord, (be diU (H^ar(« 

Oed. V^h«refbrc s fpr what Jt^O break not yet my 
Tho my Eyes burft, no matter ; Wilt thoM tell nae. 
Or mvift I ask for ever ?• for what end \ 
Why gave (be thee her Child \ 

PW. To murder it. . 

Oed, O more than iavage I OAurdex her Qwn Bowels 1 
Without a Caufe ! 

Phor, There was a dreadful one. 
Which had foretold that mod unhappy Son 
Should kill his Father, and enjoy his. Mother. 

Oed, But one thing more : 
Jocafta told me thou wert by the Chariot 
When the old Ki^g was flain : fpeak, I conjure thee> 
For I fhall never ask thee ought again. 
What was the Number of the A(Iauinate< I 

Phor^ The dreadful Deed was a^ed but by one : 
And fure that one had ti>uch of your Refemblance. 

Oid. 'Ti$ well ! I thanky^u Gods ! *tis wondroiti well ! 
Daggers and Poifon ; O there is no need 
For my Difpatch ; and yoii, you mercilefs PowVc, 
Hoard up your Thi^nder- Stones \ keep> keep your Bolfs 
For Crimes of little Note. [Falh. 

Adr. litXoyHAmon^ help, and bow him gently forward i 
Chafe, chare his Temples : how the. mighty SpiritSa 
Half ftrangled with the Damp his Sorrows rais*d. 
Struggle for vent ! but fee, he breathes again. 
And vigorous Nature breaks thro* all Oppoiition* 
How fares my Royal Friend \ 

Oed. The worfe for you. 
O barbarous Men ! and oil the hated Light ! 
Why did you force me back to curfe the Day j 
To curfe my Friends \ to blai^ with this dark Breath « 
The yet untainted Earth and circling Air ^ 
To raife new Plagues^ and callnciw Vengeance down ^ 
Why did you tempt Uie Gods, and dai'e to touch me ^ 

QZ Mechinks 
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Metbinks there's not a Haad chat grafps this Hefl, 
But fhould run up like Flax all blazing Fire. 
Sund from this Spot, I wiili yon as my Friends, 
And come not near me, left the gaping Earth 
swallow you too— Lo, 1 am gone already. 

[Draws and claps his Sword to his Breafty which 
Adraftus ftnkts away with his Foot. 

Adr. You fhall no more be trufted with your Life. 
Creon^ Alcander^ Hamon, help to hold him. 

Oed. Cruel Adraflus I Wilt thou, Himon^xool 
Are thefe the Obligations of my Friends \ 

worfe than worft of my' mod barbarous Foes ! 
Dear» dear Adraftus^ look with half an Eye 
On my unheard of W'oe$> and judge thy felf^ 
if it be fit that fuch a VTretch ihould live ! 

O, by thefe melting Eye^;* unus*d to weep. 
With all the low SubmifHons of a Slave, 

1 do conjure thee give my Horrors way ! 
Talk not of Life, for that will make me rave : 
As well thou may*ft advife a tortur*d Wretch, 

All mangled o*er from Head to Foot with Wounds, 
And his Bones broke, to wait a better Day. 

Adr* Mv Lord, you ask me things impoflible $ 
And I with Juftice mould be thought your Foe, 
To leave vou in this Tempeft of your Soul. 
Tho banim*d Thehes, in Corinth you may reign ; 
Th* Infernal Pow'rs themfelves exad no more } 
Calm then your Rage, and once more feek the Gods. 

Ced, IMI have no more to do with Gods, nor Men : 
Hence from my Arms, avant. Enjoy thy Mother ! 
What, violate v^ith beftial Appetite 
The facred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn ! 
This is not to be borne : hence ! off, I fay ! 
For they who lett my Vengeance, make themfelves 
Accomplices in my moft horrid Guilt. 

Adr. Let it be Co^ we'll fence Heav'ns Fury from you 
And fufFer all together : * This perhaps, 
yi^hta Ruin comes, may help to break your Fall. 

Oei* O that, as oft 1 have at Athens fttn 
The Stage anTe, and the big Clouds defcend $ 

So 
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So now in very D«ed I might behold 

The pond'rous Earth,,, and all yon marble Hoof 

Meet, like the Hands of Jove^ and cruQi Maniund^ 

For all the Elements^ and all the PowVs 

Celeftial^ nay, Terreftrial and Xnfernal, 

Confj^'re the Rack of put-caft Otdipus : 

Fall Darknefs then, and everlafting Night >» 

Shadow^ the Globe 5 may the Sun never dawiv 

The filver Moon be blotted from her Orb ; 

And for an univerfal Rout of Nature 

Thro' all 'the inmoft Chambers of the Sky, 

May there be not a Glimpfe^ one ftarry Sparky 

But Qods meet Gods ana {oftle in the Dark i 

That Jars may rife^ and .Wrath divine be hurl'd^ 

Which may to Atoms fhake the folkl World. lExettm^ 

ACT v. SCENE I. 

Enter Creon^ Alcandcr, and Pyracmon. 

Cre. nr» HE BBS is zt length my own j and alt my 

X Wiflies, 

(Which fure were great as Royalty e'er form'dj 
Fortune and my aufpicious Stars have crown'd^ 
O Diadem, thou Center of Ambition, 
Wher© all its different Lines are reconcil'd. 
As if thonwert the Burning-Glafs of Glory f 

Pyr. Might I be Counfellor, I would imreat yoii 
To cool a little. Sir r 
Find out Eurydicg ; 
And with the Refblution of a Misn 
Mark*d out for Greatnefs^ give the fittal* Choite 
Of Death or Marriage. 

jilc* Survey cursM Otdipus, 
As one who, the unfortunate, *s belov*iF, 
Thought innoceittj^ and tl^refbre much.lametiledl 
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By all the TMans \ y^u m^ marl^ him dead i 
Since notbi«g but hi» Deat6, Am Bdni fHinent^ 
Caa give A&raiiee to your doubtful Reign. 

Oru Well have you done to faatch me Irom the Storm 
Of racking Tranrport, where the little Streams • 
Of Love, Revenue, and all the under Paffijenis^ ' 
As Waters are by fucking Whirl^ols dra wn« 
Were quke devoitrM • in the v4ft Gulph 6^ Ehipire i 
Therefore Vynracmon^ as you- boldly ui^'d^ 
Eurydice ihall die, or be my Bride; 
Alcandify fummon to rheif- MaAei^s Aid 
My menial Servaots, and all thofe whom changt 
Of State^ and Hope of the new MoadrchV Favour 
Can win to take our part : Away ; what now ^ 

[£x/it Akamfer* 
Enter Haemon. 

• 

Wl^m Um^ XB^c^, «2itoi|^ tib^ \ifi^ ^ Gkai^s^ 

1 may forctel there is a fatal Caufe. 

mm. Is*t nofCble you (hould be ignorant 
Of whathas tiappen^d tojhevdefperate Kmg ^ 

Cre* I know no more, but that he was conduced 
Into his Clofet, where I faw blm fling 
His trembling Body on the Royal Bed ; 
All left him there, at hi| dtXkt^ aloae : 
But fure no III^ unlefs he dy*d with Qrief, 
Could happen, for you bone his Sword skway^i 

mm, 1 did : and, having lock*d. the Door^ 1 Aood, 
And thro* a Chink I found,, not onl-y heard^ 
But faw him, when he thought no £y«s beheld Um : 
At firft, deep Sighs heav*d ^om his. woful Heant^ 
Murmars and Groaas^ that (kook the omward Rdonui.. 
Art thou ftill alive, O Wretch ! he crjM : 
Then groan'd again, as if his forrowful Soul 
Had crack*d theStringsof Life, and hnfflb atwoy.. 

Cr$. I weep to hear ;: bow^ then ihould I hav»griev*dy 
Had I beheld this wondrous Heap of Sorsdw ! 
But, to the fatal period. 

Hdm. Thrice he ftmck. 
With all Itti&uRe^ lifs^biiU<»rgioaaiiiglBn^. 

And 
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And thus, with ouNcrie^, to bn^alf cMMf laia*d : 
But thou cand weepfuhen^ zoi thpii think'A 'm w«11 
Thefe fiuUbkfi o( die flttlkMreft eoipdcd Sonrow, 
V^hich Children veat far Tofs, and Wom«n rata 
For any Trifle their fond Hearts are fet on | 
Yet thefe tbcm. (UaJt'ft ane ample Satisft^ioft 
For bloodied Murder, and for burning Luft : 
No, Parri^iAe^ it thou miift weep, w«tp Bk^d ^ 
Weep Eyes, inftead •f Tcacts O! bty tbc^Godis^ 
'Tis greatly, ihnuobty h^.CEy'd, aad fits a.y^Wo«». 
Whii:h 6di, he imtl'd fenciigefulljy a«d le«p( 
ITpoa. the fioQt'y thcucci gazing at the Skies, 
His Eye>*Mls fiery- red, and glowing Veageonci^ 
Gods, I accule yon not, tho I .no »ore 
VTill view your Hcaiv'a^ tHI with more dnrakle CMhi, 
The mighty SqU\*% iaemoital PerfpeAires, 
I find your dazaliag Bctfigs : Take, be cry*d. 
Take, Eyes^ ycuijQr jafi, your fiuat ibrewel View. 
When with a Groan that feeut'd ike Call ef Deacb, 
With horrid force lifting his impiousjNands^ 
He fnarch'd, he tore^ iwom form tfheiv bloody Ovbs, 
The Balls of Sights and da(h'«( *em oo the Grounds 

Cre. A Ma(W piece of Horrov ! liew and dreadfel ! 

Hdm* I raa to faccour bins i but;, ob ! too late ; 
For he had pluckt «be remnant Scftngs away. 
What then remains, but that I 6ad Tmfias^ 
Who, with his Wi£k>nx may allay thofe Furies 
That haunt his gkttoiy Soul \ lEmt^ 

Cre, HeavVk will reward 
Thy Care, mod boneft, faithfiit fodtUBa Hmnm. 
But fee, Alcamkr enters, weU attended* 

Enter Meander* 

I fee thou haft been diligeitf* 

jiU. Nothing tfaefe 
For Number to the Cro^sdeilbar f<M»wiU feliow* 
Be refolute. 
And call your uiMifliliixyf lOr. ww ei ig e , 

Ctu 
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Cre. Ha ! thou haft given 
Th* Alarm to Cruelty ; and never mav 
Thefe Eyes be dosVl, till they \>t\io\a Adrafius 
StretchM at the Feet of ^fe EMrydke. 

Enter Adraftus and Eurydice mt$ndid. 

Adr. Alas I Eurjdkiy what fond rafh Man^ 
VThat inconfiderate ^nd ambitious Fool, 
That (hall hereafter read the Fate of Oidifus, 
Will dare, with hi^ frail Hand, to grafp a Scepter \ 

Eur, 'Tis true, a Crown feems dreadful, and I wiAi 
That you and I, more lowly plac'd, m%ht paia. 
Our {offer Hours in humble Cells away s 
Not but I love you to that infinite height, 
I could (O wondrous Proof of iierceft Love t) 
Be greatly wretched in a Court with you* 

Adr. Take then this moft lov*d Innocence away ^ 
Fly firom tumultuous ^^fehes. 
From Blood and Murder, 
Fly' from the Author of all Villanies, 
Rapes, Death, and Treafon, from that Fury Creott; 
Vouchfafe that I, o*er}oy*d, may bear you hence, 
And at your Feet prefent the Crown of Argas, 

[Creon and Attendants com$ tip to him, 

Cn* I have o*er-heard thy black Dedgn, Adraftus^ : 
And therefore, as a Traitor to this State, 
Death ought to be thy Lot : Let it fufiS^ce 
That Thebes (tirveys thee as a Prince ^ abufe not 
Her pro£rer*d Mercy, but retire betimes \ 
Left fhe repent, and haften on thy Doomu. 

Adr. Think not, moft abjeft, 
Moft abhor'd of Men,^ 
Adraftus will vouchfafeto anfwer thee $: 
Thehansy to you I juftify my Love j 
I have addrefsM my Prayers to this ^ir Princefs* 
But, if I ever meant a Violence^ 
Or thought to ravifh, as that Traitor did, 
yt^bsit humbleft Adorations could not win^ 

Brand 
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Brand mc, you Gods, blot me with foul Difhonour, 
• And let Men €urfc me by the Name of Creon. 

Eur. Hear mc, O Thebans, if you dread the Wrath 
Of her whom Fate ordain *d to be your Queen ; 
Hear me, and dare not, as you pnzc your Lives, 
To take the part of that rebellious Traitor* 
' By the Decree of Royal Oedipus, 
By Qntenyocafta's Order, but what's more, 
Mv own dear Vows of everlafting Love, 
I here refign to Prince Adraftus* Arms 
Ail that the World can make me Miftrefs of. 

Q-f. O perjurM Woman ! 
Draw all 5 and when I give the Word, fall on, 1 

Traitor, refign the Princefs, or this moment 
Expe£):, with all thofe moft unformnate Wretches, 
Upon this fpot ftrait to be hewn in pieces. 

Adr, No, Villain, no 5 with twice thofe odds of Men, 
I doubt not in this Caufe to vanquifh thee. 
Captain, rernember to your Care I give 
Mv Love, ten thoufand thoufand times more dear 
Than Life, or Liberty. 

Cre. Fallon, Aleandtr. 
Pyracmon, you and I muft wheel about 
For nobler Game, the Princefs. 

Adr. Ah ! Traitor, doft thou fhun me \ 
Follow, follow. 
My brave Companions } fee, the Cowards fly. 

[Exit fighting : Creon*i Partj^ hcMten t^ hy Adraftus. 

* Enttr Oedipus. 

Ori. O, 'tis too litde this! thy lofs of Sight, 

What has it donel I (hall be gaz*d at now 

The more ; be pointed at, There goes the^Monfter K 

Nor have 1 hid my Horrors from my felf t 

For tho corporeal Light be loft for ever. 

The bright refleding Soul, thro* glaring Opdcks, 

Prefents in larger Size her black Ideas j 

Doubling the bloody Profped of my Crimes, 

Holds Fancy down, and makes her ad again, - 

' With 
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With WIft, and Mdth«r» Torluret, KeU, and Furiec. 
Ha ! now tlie baleful OA'-fpring's brought to light ! 
In howid Form xhfif rank thcmfelves before me 5 
What (ball 1 call this Medley of Creation ! 
Here one, witb all th* Obedience of a Son, 
Sorrowing ^M^fia*s Look^ kneels at my Feet, 
And calls me Father j there's a fturdy Boy, 
Refembling L^^jus juft as when I'killM him, ^ 
Bears up, and with his cold Hand grafping mine. 
Cries out, how fares my Brother 0$difus ? 
What, Sons and Brothers ! S^rs and Daughters too > 
Fly all, be gone, jBy from my whirling Brain i 
Hence Inceft, Murder) hence you ghaftly Figures \ 
O Gods \ God»» tf n(W«r $ is there any mean \ 
Let me go mad, odr die. 

« 

Enter Jocafta» 

^oc. Where, where is this moft wretched of Mankind, 
This ^tely linage of Imperial Sorrow, 
Whofe Story told, whofe very NaoM but mention^d^ 
Would cool the Rage of Feveri, and unlock 
The Hand of Luft vom the pab TikgkV Air^ 
And throw the Ravifher before her Feet \ 

Oed. Bv all my Fears, I thiak't JtcAfis^s Voice \ 
Hence; fly,- be gone : O thou far worfe than wovft 
Of damning ChaMrmers! O abhor'd, lotth'd^Crcattire ! 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fiends,,! chaise thee. 
Far as the £aft> Weft, North or South of Heav'n \ 
But think not thou Quit ever enter there : 
The Golden Gates are barr'd with Adamant 
*Gainft thee, and me s and the Celcftia) Guards, 
5till as we rife, will dafh our Spirits down. 

y^c, O wretched Pair ! O greatly wretched we ! 
Two Worlds of Woe ! 

Oed. Art thou not gone then \ Ha ! 
How dar'ft thou ftand the Fury of the Gods \ 
Or com 'ft thou in the Ckave to reap new Pleafures \ 

Joe* Talk on, till thou mak*ft mad my rolling Brain, 
Groan ftill more Death : and may thofe difmal Sources 

StiJl 
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Still bubble on, and pour forth Blood and Tears. 
Methinks at fuch a Meeting, Hettv*& {lands Ml } 
The Sea nor ebbs nor flows : this Mole-hill Earth 
Is heav'd no more $ the bufyEmtntts eeafe. 

Yet hear me^on ■ mm f , ■« 

Oed, Speak then, and blaft my Soul. 
^oc. O my lov'd Loitl, tho 1 refoive a lluin 
To match nay Crimes 5 by all my Mtftries, 
•Tis Horror worfe than thoufand thoufand Deaths, 
To fend me hence without a kind fareWel, 

Oed, Gods ! how Ihe fhakes me ?-ftay thee, O Jocafla, 
Speak fomething ere thou goeft for ever from me. 

Joe, 'Tis Woman's Weaknefs that I wodld be pity'd 5 
Pardon me ^hen, O greateft, tho mofl: wretched 
Of all ihy Kind ; my Soul is on the brhik. 
And fees tlve boiling Furnace jtift beneath : 
Do not thou pufh me olf, and i will go. 
With fuch a Willingnefs, as tf that Heaven 
With all ftsOlortes glow'd for my Reception. 

Oed» Oh, in my Heart 1 feel thfe ^jings of Nature ! 
It works with Kindncfs 6^, Gffe, give me way 5 
I feel a mekii^ here^^ a Tcnderncfs 
Too mighty for the Anger of the Gods. 
Dired me to thy Knees ; yist. Oh, ftribear ! 
Left the dead Embers fhould feVtve, 

Stand off and at \u(k dtftanee 

Let me groan my Horrors*— — here 
On the Earth, here below Qiy ormbft Gale 5 
Here fob my Sorrows, till 1- bm-ft with fighing 5 
Here gafp and languiffi dut niy wounded Soul. 

yn. In fpke of all thofe Crimes, the cruel Gods 
Can charge me wifhi I know my Innocence ; . 
Know youths : *tis Fate ^lone that m^kes us Wretched, 
For you are ftill my Husband. 

Oed. Swear I am. 
And rll bdli^ve thee, fteal into thy Arms, 
Renew Endearmems, think 'fern no Pollutibns, 
But chafte as Spirits Joys : gemly I'll cdme, . 
Thus weeping blind, race dewy Night, Upon thee. 
And fold thee foftly m my Arms to Slumbers. 

Thi 
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Thi Ghofl of Lajus afcends by degreesy pointing at Jocafliu 

Joe. Be gone« my Lord ! alas, what are we doing \ 
Fly from my Arms ! Whirlwinds, Seas, Continents, 
And Worlds, divide us \ O thrice happy tbou« 
Who haft no ufe of Eyes ^ for here's a Sight 
Would turn the melting Face of Mercy's ulf 
To a wild Fury. 

Oed. Ha ! what feeft thoii there \ 

Joe. The Spirit of my Husband * O the Gods ! 
How wan he looks ! 

Oed. Thou rav'ft ; thy Husband's here* 

Joe. There, there he mounts. 
In circling Fire, amongft the blufhing Clouds ! 
And fee, he waves ^ocafia from the World ! 

Ghofi. Jocaftdy Oedipus, [f^anijhes with Thunder, 

Oed. What wouldft thou have? 
Thou know'ft I Cannot come to thee, detain'd 
In Darknefs here, and kept firom means of Death. 
I've heard a Spirit's Force is wonderful ; 
At whofe Approach when darting from his Dungeon, 
The Earth does Ibake, and the old Ocean groans. 
Rocks are removed, and Towers are thundred down \ 
And Walls of Brafs, and Gates of Adamant, 
Are paflable as Air, and fleet like Winds. 

Jocm Was that a Raven's Croak or my Son's Voice \ 
No matter which ^ 1*11 to the Grave and hide me : 
Earth open, or 1*11 tear thy Bowels up* 
Hark ! he goes on, and blabs the Deed of Illceft. 

Oed, Strike then. Imperial Ghoft, dalh all at once 
Tliis Houfe of Clay into a thoufand Pieces ; 
That niy poor linering Soul may take her flight 
To your immortal Dwellings. 

Joe. Hafte thee then. 
Or I fhall be before thee: fee, thou canftnQt fee$ 
Then I will tell thee that my Wings are on y 
I'll mount, 1*11 fly, and with a Port divine 
Glide all along the gaudy milky Soil, 
To find my Lnjm out ; ask every God 

In 
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Irv his bright Palace, if he knows mj Lajus, 
My. m\itdet*d, Lajus ! 

Qgd, Ha J how's this, ^ocafta ? 
Kay, if thy Brain be fick, then thou art happy. 

Joe. Ha ! will you not \ (hall I not fini him out \ 
Will you not (bow him > are my Tears defpisM \ 
Why, then ril thunder : yes, I will be mad. 
And frisht you with ray Cries : yes, cruel Gods ! 
Tfao ViUtures,. Eagles, Dragons tear my Heart, 
1*11 fnatch Celeftial Flames, fire all your Dwellings, 
Melt down your Golden Roofs, and make your Doors 
Of Cryftal fly from off their Diamond Hinges 3 
Drive you all out from youi' ambrofial Hives, 
To fwarm like Bees about the Field of Heav'n. 
This will I do unlefs yon Ibew me Lajus ^ 
My dear, my murder*d Lord. O Lajus / Lajus / Lajus f 

\Ex. Jocafla, 

Oid, Excellent Grief! why, this vi as ic ihould be ! 
No Mourning can be fuitable to Crimes 
Like ours, but what Death makes, or Madnefs forms.- 
I cou'd have wi(h*d methought for Sight again. 
To mark tbe Gallantry of her Diftradion : 
Her blazing Eyes darting the wandring Scars, 
T'have feen her mouth the Heav'ns and mate the Gods, 
While with her il)undring Voice (he menac'd high, 
.And every Accent twang*d with fmarting Sorrow. 
.But what's all this to thee > thou Coward yet 
Art living, eanfl not, wilt not find the Road 
To the great Palace of magnificent Death ; 
Tho thoufand Ways lead to his thoufand Doors, 
Which Day and Night are dill unbarr*d for all. 

[CUJhing of Swords : Drums and Trumpets without. 
Hark ! *tis the Noife of dafhing Swords ! the Souhd 
Comes near : Oh, that a Battel would come o*er me ! 
If I but grafp a Sw6rd, or Wreft a Dagger, 
I'll nuke a Ruin with the firfl that falls. 

Enter Haemon, nvith Guards, 

Bam, Seize him, and bear him. to the WellernTow*r« 
f ardoi^ mc. facred Sir 5 I am inform*d 

H That 
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That Cnon has Defigns upon your Life ; 
Forgive me then^ if, to preferve you from him, 
I order your Confinement. 
Oed, Slaves unhand me. 
I think thou haft a Sword : 'twas the wrong (xAe^ 
Yet, cruel Hdmon^ think not I will live ; 
He that could tear his Eyes out, fure can find 
Some defperate way to (lifle his curft Breath : 
{Or if I ftarve! but that's a lingring Fate $ 
Or if I leiave my Brains upon the Wall I 
The airy Soul can eafily o'er-fhoot 
Thofe Bounds with which thou (Iriv'ft tp pale her in* 
vYes, I will perifl] in defpite of thee ^ 
.And by the Rage that ftirs me, if I meet thee 
Jn th* other World I'll curfe thee for this Ufage. fEx, 

Hdm. Tirefias, after him, and with your Counfei 
Advife him humbly ; charm, if podible, 
Thefe Feuds within, while I without exttnguifli. 
Or periQi in th* Attempt, the furious Creon^ 
That Brand which fets our City in a Flame. 

Tir, Heav'n profper your Intent, and give a Period 
To all your Plagues : what old Tinfias can, 
^all ftrait be done. Lead, Manto^ to the Tow*r« 

[Ex. Tir. and Manto. 
Him. Follow me all, and help to part this Fray, 

\Trumf9is again. 
.Or fall together in the bloody broil. {,Ex. 

Enter Creoa wth Eurydice, Pyracmon, and hts l^arfj 

giv'm^ Ground to Adraftus* 

Cn, Hold, hold your Arms, ^//r/fjli*; Prince of ^r^«. 
Hear, and behold ; Eurydice is my Prifoner* 

Air, What wouldft thou. Hell-hound J 

Cre. See this brandifh'd Dagger : 
Forego th' Advantage which thy Arms hayc won. 
Or by the Blood which trembles thro' the Heart 
Of her whom more than Life I know thOu lov'ft, 
I'll bury to the Haft, in her fair Breaft, 
This Xnftrumeut of pdy Revenge* 

Adr, 
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Adr* St;iy thee,- damn'd Wretch, hold, flop tliy 
bloody Hand. '^ ^ 

Cre. Give order then, that on this inftant now. 
This moment, all thy Soldiers ftrait disband. 

Adr. Away, my Friends, fince Fate has fo allotted ; * 
Be gone, and leave me to the Villain's Mercy. 

Efin Ah, my Adraflm i call 'em, call 'em back ! 
Stand there \ come back ! Oh, cruel barbarous Men ! 
Could you then leave your Lord, your Prince, you^r King, 
After lo bravely having fought his Caufe, 
To perilh by the Hand of this bafe Villain > 
Why rather rufli you not at once together 
All to his Ruin > drag him thro* the Streets, 
Hang his contagious Quarters on the Gates $ 
Nor let my Death affright you. 
Cre, Die firft thy felf then. 
Adr. Oh, I charge thee, hold. 
Hence from my Prefence all ; he's not my Friend ' 

That difobeys. See, art thou now appeas'd > 

* lEx. Attendants^ 

Or is there ought el(e yet remains to do 
That can atone thee > Slake thy Thirft of Blood 
With mine j but fave, O fave that innocent Wretch. 
Cre, Forego thy Sword, and yield thy felf my Prifoner. 
Eftr. Yet while there's any dawn of Hope to fave 
Thy precious Life, my dear Adraftus, 
Whate'er thou doft, deliver not thy Sword j 
With that thou may 'ft get off, tho odds oppofe thee : 
For me, O fear not; no, he dares not touch me ; 
His horrid Love will fpare me. Keep thy Sword ; 
Left I be ravifh'd after thou art (lain. 

Adr. Inftrud me, Gods ! what ftiall A^rafttts do> 
Clr». Do what thou wilt when (he is dead 5 my Soldiers 
With Numbers will o'erpower thee. Is'tthy WiQi 
Eurydke (hould fall before thee \ 

Adr. Traitor, no i 
Better, that thou and I, and all Mankind 
Should be no more. 

Cre. Then caft thy Sword away. 
And yield thee to my Mercy, or I ftrike. 

H a Mr. 
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Adr. Hold thy mis*d Arms give me a moment's pai£* 
My Faiher, when he bled me, gave me this ; 
My Son, faid he, let this be thy laft Refuge : 
If thou forego*{l it, Mifery attends thee j 
Yet Love now charms it from me 5 which in all 
The Hazards T)f my Life I never loft. 
*Th thine, my faithful Sword, my onlv Truft ; 
Tho my Heart tells me that the Gift is ratal. 

Cre, Fatal ! Yes, foolifh Love-Hck Prince, it (hall : 
Thy Arrogance, thy Scorn, my Wounds Remembrance^ 
Turn all at once the fatal Point upon thee, 
l^yracmmy to the Palace, difpatch 
1*he King ; hang Hdmon up, for he is Loyal 
And will oppofe me. Come, Sir, are you ready \ 
Adr, Yes, Villain, for whatever thou canft dare. 
Eur, Hold, Crton, or thro' me, thro* me you wound* 
jldr. Off, Madam, or we perifh both ; behold 
l*m not unarmed, my Ponyard's in my Hand ; 
Therefore away. 

Eur* rll guard your Life \Cith mine. 
Cre, Die both then \ there is now no time for daOying.' 

[Kills Eurydice* 
Eur, Ah, Prince, farewel \ farewel, my dear Adraflus. 

iDits» 
Adr. Unheard of Monfter ! eldtft born of Hell ! 
Down to thy primitive Flames. [Stabs Creoa.' 

Cre. Help, Soldiers, help : 
Revenge me. 

Adr. More, yet more: a thoufand Wounds! 
1*11 ftamp thee ftill, thus, to the gaping Furies. 

[Adra&us/tf//j, klWd hy eU Scldms. 

Etttir Haemon, Guards with Alcander and Pyracmon 
hasMd : the A/faJfins an driven ejf. 

O Hdmon, I am (Iain ^ nor need I name 
Th* inhuman Author of all Villanies ', 
There he lies gafping. 

Cre. If I muft plungo in Flames, 
Burn firft my Arm 1 bafe Inftroment, unfit 

To 
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To aft the Didates of my daring Mind ^ 
Burn, burn for ever, O weak Subftituce 
Of that, thcGod Ambttion* " \UUs. 

Mr. She's gone ; O deadly Marks-Man, in the Heart ! 
Yet in the Pangs of Death me grafps my Hand : 
Her Lips too tremble, as if (he would (peak 
Her laft farewel. O 0$dipHs^ thy Fall 
Is great ; and nobly now thou goeft attended. 
They talk of Heroes, and Celeltial Beauties, 
And wondrous Pleafures in the other ^orld i 
Let me but find her there, I ask no more, iDks* 

« ^ 

Enter a Caftam to Haemon, with Tirefias and Manto* 

O^. O, Sir, the Queen ^cdfta^ fwift and wild^ 
As a robb'd Tyerefs bounding o'er the VToods^ 
Has afted Murders that amaze Mankind : 
la twifted Gold I (aw her Daughters hang 
On the Bed Royal ; and her little Sons 
Stabb'd thro the Breafts upon the bloody Pillows. 

Hdm, RelentleG Heav'ns ! i$ then the Fate o^ Lajus 
Never to be aton'd ? how facred ought 
Kings Lives be held, when but the Death of one 
Demands an Empire's Blood for Expiation } 
But fee ! the furious mad Jocafia*s here. 

SCENE draws, and difcovers Jocafta held hy her PFc^ 
tmn, andftabb*d m many Places of her Bofom, her^ 
Hair diJheveVd, her Children flain upon the Bed. 

Vas ever fuch a fight of fo much Horror, 
And Pity, broi^ht to view ! 

yoe. Ah, cruel Women! . 
Will you not let me take my laft farewel 
Of thofe dear Babes > O let me run and feal 
My melting Soul upon their bubbling Wqands ! 
I'll print upon their coral Mouths fucK KiUes, 
As mall recal their wandring Spirits home. 
Let me go,' let me go^ or I will tear you piece-meal* ^ 
Help, Hdmon^ help: 
Help, OedifHs % help, Gods | Jocafta iits$ 

H s enter. 



Enter Oedipus ah^e* 

f)id. Tve foand a Window, and I thank the Godf^ 
•Tis quite unbarrM : furc by the diftant Noife, 
The height will fit my fatal Purpofe well. 

Joe. What hoa, my Oedipus , fee Where he ftands f 
His groping Ohoft is lodeM upon a TowV, 
Kor can it find the Road : Mount, mount my Soul % 
I'll wrap thy Oiivering Spirit in lambent Flames I and Co 
But fee ! we*i e landed on the happy Coaft ^ (we*ll (ail i 
And all the golden Strands are cover'd o*er 
With glorious Gods that come to try^our Caufe : 
3ove, Jove, whofc Majefty now ilnks me down ; 
He who himfelf burns in unlawful Fires, 
Shall judge, and fhall acquit us. O, *U8 done ! 
*Tis fixt by Fate, upon Record Divine I 
«And Oedipus (hall now be ever mine. ' IDhs^ 

Oed, Speak, Hdmon $ what has Fate been doing there > 
What dreadful Deed has mad Jocajla done I 

mm. The Queen her fclf, and all your wretched Off^ 
Are by her Fury flain. (fpring 

Oed. By all my Woes, 
She has out-done me in Revenge and Murder ^ 
And I (hottld envy her the fad Applaufe : 
But, oh ! my Children ! oh \ what have they done i 
This was not like the Mercy of the Heav'ns^ 
To fct her Madnefs on fttch Cruelty : 
This ftirs me more than all my Sufferings, 
And with my lad Breath I thvA call you Tyrantj^. 

mm. What 'mean yoir. Sir > - 

Oed. Jocafla / Lo t I come. 
O, LaJHS, Labdacus, and all you Spirits 
Of the Cadmean Race, prepare to meet me« 
All weeping rang*d along the gtoomy Shore r 
£xtend yoedr ArmsV embrace mfe ; for I come» 
May all the Gdds too from their Battlements ^ 
Behold^ and wonder at a Mo'rtal*^s daring ; 
And, when I knock the GoA of dreadful Deaths 
Shout and applaud me with a Cl^ of Thtmder* 

OJKt 
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Once more, thui ning'i] by horrid Fate, I com* 
Swift M a filling Meteor j lo I I fly. 
And thus go downward! to the darker Sky. 

^handir^ htpngi hmjtlf from tht Windevj, tht 
Thebans gathtr about his Body, 

Htm. O Prophet, Otdhm is now no more 1 
O curs'd Effeft of the moft deep Defpair t 

Tin Ceafe your Complainti, and bear hi) Body hence: 
The dreadM Sight will daunt the drooping Tfuiaat, 
Whom Heav'n decrees to raife with Peace and Glory. 
Yet by thefe terrible Eitamples warn'd, 
Thefacred Fury that alarms the World, 
Let none, iho ne'er To virtuous, grcai and high. 
Be judg'd entirely blell before ihcy die. [^Exmnt- 
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